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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Alfred  Tennyson,  like  Lis  great  predecessor  on  the 
Laureate’s  throne,  claims  no  title  but  that  of  poet.  His 
pen  has  never  stooped  even  to  “  numerous  prose.” 

In  Lotos-eating  dreams  he  murmurs  melodious  verse. 
Life  with  him  is  a  pageant  of  the  Muses.  Love  rejoices 
in  rhyme,  or  renders  its  despair  in  moaning  refrains. 
Death  calls  for  poetic  grief,  and  inscribes  noble  verses 
In  Memoriam  on  the  urn  of  the  lost. 

Such  devotion  to  his  art  would  in  itself  produce  excel¬ 
lence  ;  but  his  gifts  far  exceed  his  acquisitions.  He  is 
the  most  harmonious  of  the  English  Poets.  We  cannot 
say  simply  that  he  adapts  the  sweet  words  to  the 
thoughts  ; — the  words  are  the  thoughts :  they  are  instinct 
with  life ;  paraphrase  them  and  the  spell  is  broken. 

Apart  from  this  his  descriptive  powers  are  also  very 
great 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Who  but  Tennyson  could,  in  this  age  of  the  real  and 
useful,  have  so  re-inspired  tlie  mythic  history  of  Arthur, 
as  to  charm  every  reader,  awakening  our  admiration  and 
pity  as  though  the  magnificent  prince  really  armed  and 
mounted  in  our  presence,  and  the  sinning  and  repentant 
Guinevere  stood  in  her  speechless  and  tearful  beauty 
before  our  very  eyea  ‘t 
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DEDICATION  TO  THE  QUEEN. 

Revered,  beloved, — 0  you  that  bold 
A  nobler  office  upon  earth 
Than  arms,  or  power  of  brain,  or  birth, 
Could  give  the  warrior  kings  of  old, 

Yictoria, — since  your  Royal  grace 
To  one  of  less  desert  allows 
This  laurel  greener  from  the  brows 
Of  him  that  uttered  nothing  base ; 

And  should  your  greatness,  and  the  care 
That  yokes  with  empire,  yield  you  time 
To  make  demand  of  modern  rhyme, 

If  aught  of  ancient  worth  be  there ; 

Then — while  a  sweeter  music  wakes, 

And  through  wild  March  the  throstle  calls, 
Where,  all  about  your  palace-walls, 

The  sunlit  almond-blossom  shakes — 
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Take,  Madam,  this  poor  book  of  song ; 

For,  though  the  faults  were  thick  as  dust 
In  vacant  chambers,  I  could  trust 
Your  kindness.  May  you  rule  us  long, 

And  leave  us  rulers  of  your  blood 
As  noble  till  the  latest  day  ! 

May  children  of  our  children  say, 

“  She  wrought  her  people  lasting  good  ; 

“  Her  court  was  pure ;  her  life  serene ; 

G-od  gave  her  peace ;  her  land  reposed 
A  thousand  claims  to  reverence  closed 
In  her  as  Mother,  Wife,  and  Queen; 

“And  statesmen  at  her  council  met 
Who  knew  the  seasons,  when  to  take 
Occasion  by  the  hand,  and  make 
The  bounds  of  freedom  wider  yet, 

By  shaping  some  august  decree, 

Which  kept  her  throne  unshaken  still 
Broad-based  upon  her  people’s  will, 

And  compassed  by  the  inviolate  sea.” 


LILIAN. 

Airy,  fairy  Lilian, 
Flitting,  fairy  Lilian, 


LILIAN. 
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When  I  ask  her  if  she  love  me, 
Clasps  her  tiny  hands  above  me, 
Laughing  all  she  can ; 

She’ll  not  tell  me  if  she  love  me, 
Cruel  little  Lilian. 

When  my  passion  seeks 
Pleasance  in  love-sighs, 

She,  looking  through  and  through  me 
Thoroughly  to  uudo  me, 

Smiling,  never  speaks  : 

So  innocent-arch,  so  cunning-simple, 
Prom  beneath  her  gathered  wimple 
Glancing  with  black-beaded  eyes, 
Till  the  lightning  laughters  dimple 
The  baby-roses  in  her  cheeks  ; 
Then  away  she  flies. 

Prithee  weep,  May  Lilian  ! 

Gayety  without  eclipse 
Wearieth  me,  May  Lilian  : 

Through  my  very  heart  it  thrilleth 
When  from  crimson-threaded  lips 
Silver-treble  laughter  trilleth : 

Prithee  weep,  May  Lilian. 

Praying  all  I  can, 

If  prayers  will  not  hush  thee. 

Airy  Lilian, 

Like  a  rose-leaf  I  will  crush  thee, 
Fairy  Lilian. 
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ISABEL. 

Eyes  not  down-dropt  nor  over-bright,  but  fed 
With  the  clear-pointed  flame  of  chastity, 

Clear  without  heat,  undying,  tended  by 

Pure  vestal  thoughts  in  the  translucent  fane 
Of  her  still  spirit;  locks  not  wide  dispread, 
Madonna-wise  on  either  side  her  head , 
Sweet  lips  whereon  perpetually  did  reign 
The  summer  calm  of  golden  charity, 

Were  fixed  shadows  of  thy  fixed  mood, 

Revered  Isabel,  the  crown  and  head, 

The  stately  flower  of  female  fortitude, 

Of  perfect  wifehood  and  pure  lowlihead 

The  intuitive  decision  of  a  bright 
And  thorough-edged  intellect  to  part 

Error  from  crime  ;  a  prudence  to  withhold; 
The  laws  of  marriage  charactered  in  gold 
Upon  the  blanched  tablets  of  her  heart ; 

A  love  still  burning  upward,  giving  light 
To  read  those  laws  ;  an  accent  very  low 
In  blandishment,  but  a  most  silver  flow 
Of  subtle-paced  counsel  in  distress, 

Right  to  the  heart  and  brain,  though  undescried, 
Winning  its  way  with  extreme  gentleness 
Through  all  the  outworks  of  suspicious  pride ; 

A  courage  to  endure  and  to  obey ; 

A  hate  of  gossip  parlance,  and  of  sway, 


Madeline. 
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Crowned  Isabel,  through  all  her  placid  life, 

The  queen  of  marriage,  a  most  perfect  wife. 

The  mellowed  reflex  of  a  wiuter  moon  ; 

A  clear  stream  flowing  with  a  muddy  one, 

Till  in  its  onward  current  it  absorbs 

With  swifter  movement  and  in  purer  light 
The  vexed  eddies  of  its  wayward  brother. 

A  leaning  and  upbearing  parasite, 

Clothing  the  stem,  which  else  had  fallen  quite, 
With  clustered  flower-bells  and  ambrosial  orbs 
Of  rich  fruit-bunches  leaning  on  each  other — 
Shadow  forth  thee  : — the  world  hath  not  another 
(Though  all  her  fairest  forms  are  types  of  thee, 
And  thou  of  God  in  thy  great  charity,) 

Of  such  a  finished  chastened  purity. 


MADELINE. 

Thou  art  not  steeped  in  golden  languors, 

No  tranced  summer  calm  is  thine, 
Ever-varying  Madeline. 

Through  light  and  shadow  thou  dost  range, 
Sudden  glances,  sweet  and  strange, 
Delicious  spites,  and  darling  angers, 

And  airy  forms  of  flitting  change. 

Smiling,  frowning,  evermore, 

Thou  art  perfect  in  love-lore. 

2* 
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Revealings  deep  and  clear  are  thine 
Of  wealthy  smiles :  but  who  may  know 
Whether  smile  or  frown  he  fleeter? 
Whether  smile  or  frown  he  sweeter, 
Who  may  know  ? 

Frowns  perfect-sweet  along  the  brow 
Light-glooming  over  eyes  divine, 

Like  little  clouds  sun-fringed,  are  thine, 
Ever-varying  Madeline. 

Thy  smile  and  frown  are  not  aloof 
From  one  another, 

Each  to  each  is  dearest  brother; 

Hues  of  the  silken  sheeny  woof 
Momently  shot  into  each  other. 

All  the  mystery  is  thine  ; 

Smiling,  frowning,  evermore, 

Thou  art  perfect  in  love-lore, 
Ever-varying  Madeline. 

A  subtle,  sudden  flame, 

By  veering  passion  fanned, 

About  thee  breaks  and  dances. 
When  I  would  kiss  thy  hand, 

The  flush  of  angered  shame 

O’orflows  thy  calmer  glances, 

And  o’er  black  brows  drops  down 
A  sudden-curved  frown  : 

But  when  I  turn  away, 

Thou,  willing  me  to  stay, 


A  CHARACTER. 
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Wooest  not,  uor  vainly  wranglest, 
But,  looking  fixedly  tlie  while, 
All  my  bounding  heart  entanglest 
In  a  golden-netted  smile; 
Then  in  madness  and  in  bliss, 

If  my  lips  should  dare  to  kiss 
Thy  taper  fingers  amorously, 
Again  thou  blushest  angerly ; 

And  o’er  black  brows  drops  down 
A  sudden-curved  frown. 


A  CHARACTER. 

With  a  half-glance  upon  the  sky 
At  night  he  said,  “The  wanderings 
Of  this  most  intricate  Universe 
Teach  me  the  nothingness  of  things/’ 

Yet  could  not  all  creation  pierce 
Beyond  the  bottom  of  his  eye. 

He  spake  of  beauty :  that  the  dull 
Saw  no  divinity  in  grass, 

Life  in  dead  stones,  or  spirit  in  air ; 

Then  looking  as  ’twere  in  a  glass, 

He  smoothed  his  chin  and  sleeked  his  hair, 
And  said  the  earth  was  beautiful. 

He  spake  of  virtue  :  not  the  gods 
More  purely,  when  they  wish  to  charm 
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Pallas  and  Juno  sitting  by: 

And  with  a  sweeping  of  the  arm, 

And  a  lack-lustre  dead-blue  eye, 

Devolved  his  rounded  periods. 

Most  delicately  hour  by  hour 
He  canvassed  human  mysteries, 

And  trod  on  silk,  as  if  the  winds 
Blew  his  own  praises  in  his  eyes, 

And  stood  aloof  from  other  minds 
In  impotence  of  fancied  power. 

With  lips  depressed  as  he  were  meek 
Himself  unto  himself  he  sold  : 

Upon  himself  himself  did  feed  : 

Quiet,  dispassionate,  and  cold, 

And  other  than  his  form  of  creed, 

With  chiselled  features  clear  and  sleek. 


THE  POET. 

The  poet  in  a  golden  clime  was  born, 

With  golden  stars  above; 

Diwered  with  the  hate  of  hate,  the  scorn  of  scorn, 
The  love  of  love. 

He  saw  through  life  and  death,  through  good  and  ill, 
He  saw  through  his  own  soul. 

The  marvel  of  the  everlasting  will, 


An  open  scroll, 


THE  rOET. 
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Before  him  lay :  with  echoing  feet  he  threaded 
The  secretest  walk  of  fame : 

The  viewless  arrows  of  his  thoughts  were  headed 
And  winged  with  flame, 

Like  Indian  reeds  blown  from  his  silver  tongue, 
And  of  so  fierce  a  flight, 

From  Calpe  unto  Caucasus  they  sung. 

Filling  with  light 

And  vagrant  melodies  the  winds  which  bore 
Them  earthward  till  they  lit ; 

Then,  like  the  arrow-seeds  of  the  field-flower, 

The  fruitful  wit, 

Cleaving,  took  root,  and  springing  forth  anew 
"Where’er  they  fell,  behold, 

Like  to  the  mother  plant  in  semblance,  grew 
A  flower  all  gold, 

And  bravely  furnished  all  abroad  to  fling 
The  winged  shafts  of  truth, 

To  throng  with  stately  blooms  the  breathing  spring 
Of  Hope  and  Youth. 

So  many  minds  did  gird  their  orbs  with  beams, 
Though  one  did  fling  the  fire. 

Heaven  flowed  upon  the  soul  in  many  dreams 
Of  high  desire. 

Thus  truth  was  multiplied  on  truth,  the  world 
Like  one  great  garden  showed, 
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And  through  the  wreaths  of  floating  dark  upcurled 
Rare  sunrise  flowed. 

And  Freedom  reared  in  that  august  sunrise 
Her  beautiful  bold  brow, 

When  rites  and  forms  before  his  burning  eyes 
Melted  like  snow. 

There  was  no  blood  upon  her  maiden  robes 
Sunned  by  those  orient  skies ; 

But  round  about  the  circles  of  the  globes 
Of  her  keen  eyes 

And  in  her  raiment’s  hem  was  traced  in  flame 
Wisdom,  a  name  to  shake 
All  evil  dreams  of  power, — a  sacred  name. 

And  when  she  spake, 

Her  words  did  gather  thunder  as  they  ran, 

And  as  the  lightning  to  the  thunder 
Which  follows  it,  riving  the  spirit  of  man, 

Making  earth  wonder, 

So  was  their  meaning  to  her  words.  No  sword 
Of  wrath  her  right  arm  whirled, 

But  one  poor  poet’s  scroll,  and  with  his  word 
She  shook  the  world. 


♦ 


THE  POET’S  MIND. 


‘23 


THE  POET’S  MIND. 


i. 

Vex  not  thou  the  poet’s  mind 
With  thy  shallow  wit : 

Vex  not  thou  the  poet’s  mind; 

For  thou  canst  not  fathom  it 
Clear  and  bright  it  should  be  ever, 
Flowing  like  a  crystal  river ; 
Bright  as  light,  and  clear  as  wind. 


ii. 

Dark-browed  sophist,  come  not  anear; 

All  the  place  is  holy  ground ; 

Hollow  smile  and  frozen  sneer 
Come  not  here. 

Holy  water  will  I  pour 
Into  every  spicy  flower 
Of  the  laurel-shrubs  that  hedge  it  around. 

The  flowers  would  faint  at  your  cruel  cheer. 

In  your  eye  there  is  death, 

There  is  frost  in  your  breath 
Which  would  blight  the  plants. 

Where  you  stand  you  cannot  hear 
From  the  groves  within 
The  wild-bird’s  din. 

In  the  heart  of  the  garden  the  merry  bird  chaDts, 
It  would  fall  to  the  ground  if  you  came  in. 
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In  the  middle  leaps  a  fountain 
Like  sheet  lightning, 

Ever  brightening 
With  a  low  melodious  thunder; 

All  day  and  all  night  it  is  ever  drawn 
From  the  brain  of  the  purple  mountain 
Which  stands  in  the  distance  yonder : 

It  springs  on  a  level  of  bowery  lawn, 

And  the  mountain  draws  it  from  Heaven  above. 
And  it  sings  a  song  of  undying  love ; 

And  yet,  though  its  voice  be  so  clear  and  full, 
You  never  would  hear  it — your  ears  are  so  dull; 
So  keep  where  you  are  :  you  are  foul  with  sin ; 
It  would  shrink  to  the  earth  if  you  came  in. 


THE  LADY  OF  SIIALOTT. 

FART  I. 

On  either  side  the  river  lie 
Long  fields  of  barley  aud  of  rye, 

That  clothe  the  wold  and  meet  the  sky , 
And  through  the  field  the  road  runs  by 
To  many-towered  Camelot ; 

And  up  aud  down  the  people  go, 

Gazing  where  the  lilies  blow 
Ptound  an  island  there  below, 

The  island  of  Shalott. 


THE  LADY  OF  SIIALOTT. 
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Willows  whiten,  aspens  quiver, 

Little  breezes  dusk  and  shiver 
Through  the  wave  that  runs  for  ever 
By  the  island  in  the  river 

Flowing  down  to  Camelot. 

Four  gray  walls,  and  four  gray  towers, 
Overlook  a  sphce  of  flowers, 

And  the  silent  isle  embowers 
The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

By  the  margin,  willow-veiled, 

Slide  the  heavy  barges  trailed 
By  slow  horses ;  and  unhailed, 

The  shallop  flitteth  silken-sailed, 

Skimming  down  to  Camelot : 
But  who  hath  seen  her  wave  her  hand 
Or  at  the  casement  seen  her  stand  ? 

Or  is  she  known  in  all  the  land. 

The  Lady  of  Shalott  ? 

Only  reapers,  reaping  early 
In  among  the  bearded  barley, 

Hear  a  song  that  echoes  cheerly 
From  the  river  winding  clearly, 

Down  to  towered  Camelot : 
And  by  the  moon  the  reaper  weary, 
Piling  sheaves  in  uplands  airy, 
Listening,  whispers  “  ’Tis  the  fairy 
Lady  of  Shalott.” 
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PART  II. 

There  she  weaves  by  night  and  day 
A  magic  web  with  colors  gay. 

She  has  heard  a  whisper  say, 

A  curse  is  on  her  if  she  stay 

To  look  down  to  Camelot. 

She  knows  not  what  the  curse  may  be, 
And  so  she  weavetb  steadily, 

And  little  other  care  hath  she, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

And  moving  through  a  mirror  clear 
That  hangs  before  her  all  the  year, 
Shadow  of  the  world  appear.  ' 

There  she  sees  the  highway  near 
Winding  down  to  Camelot; 
There  the  river  eddy  whirls, 

And  there  the  surly  village-churls, 

And  the  red  cloaks  of  market-girls, 

Pass  onward  from  Shalott 

Sometimes  a  troop  of  damsels  glad, 

An  abbot  on  an  ambling  pad, 

Sometimes  a  curly  shepherd-lad, 

Or  long-haired  page  in  crimson  clad, 
Goes  by  to  towered  Camelot ; 
And  sometimes  through  the  mirror  blue 
The  knights  come  riding  two  and  two : 
She  hath  no  loyal  knight  and  true, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 


THE  LADY  OF  SHALOTT. 
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But  in  her  web  she  still  delights 
To  weave  the  mirror’s  magic  sights, 

For  often  through  the  silent  nights 
A  funeral,  with  plumes  and  lights, 

And  music,  went  to  Camelot : 

Or  when  the  moon  was  overhead, 

Came  two  young  lovers  lately  wed ; 

“  I  am  half-sick  of  shadows/’  said 
The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

PART  III. 

A  bow-shot  from  her  bower-eaves, 

He  rode  between  the  barley  sheaves, 

The  sun  came  dazzling  through  the  leaves, 
And  flamed  upon  the  brazen  greaves 
Of  bold  Sir  Lancelot. 

A  redcross  knight  for  ever  kneeled 
To  a  lady  in  his  shield, 

That  sparkled  on  the  yellow  field, 

Beside  remote  Shalott. 

The  gemmy  bridle  glittered  free, 

Like  to  some  branch  of  stars  we  see 
Hung  in  the  golden  Galaxy. 

The  bridle  bells  rang  merrily 

As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot : 

And  from  his  blazoned  baldric  slung 
A  mighty  silver  bugle  hung, 

And  aa  he  rode  his  armor  rung, 

Beside  remote  Shalott. 
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All  in  the  blue  unclouded  weather 
Thick-jewelled  shone  the  saddle-leather, 
The  helmet  and  the  helmet-feather 
Burned  like  one  burning  flame  together, 
As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot. 

As  often  through  the  purple  night, 

Below  the  starry  clusters  bright, 

Some  bearded  meteor,  trailing  light, 
Moves  over  still  Shalott. 

His  broad  clear  brow  in  sunlight  glowed ; 
On  burnished  hooves  his  war-horse  trode ; 
From  underneath  his  hemlet  flowed 
His  coal-black  curls  as  on  he  rode, 

As  he  rode  down  to  Camelot. 

From  the  bank  and  from  the  river 
He  flashed  into  the  crystal  mirror, 

“Tirra  lirra,”  by  the  river 
Sang  Sir  Lancelot. 

She  left  the  web,  she  left  the  loom, 

She  made  three  paces  through  the  room, 
She  saw  the  water-lily  bloom, 

She  saw  the  helmet  and  the  plume, 

She  looked  down  to  Camelot. 

Out  flew  the  web  and  floated  wide; 

The  mirror  cracked  from  side  to  side  ; 
“The  curse  is  come  upon  me,”  cried 
The  Lady  of  Shalqtt. 


THE  LADY  OF  SHALOTT. 
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PART  IV. 

In  the  stormy  east-wind  straining, 

The  pale  yellow  woods  were  waning, 

The  broad  stream  in  his  banks  complaining, 
Heavily  the  low  sky  raining 

Over  towered  Camelot ; 

Down  she  came  and  found  a  boat 
Beneath  a  willow  left  afloat, 

And  round  about  the  prow  she  wrote 
The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

And  down  the  river’s  dim  expanse — 

Like  some  bold  seer  in  a  trance, 

Seeing  all  his  own  mischance — 

With  a  glassy  countenance 

Did  she  look  to  Camelot. 

And  at  the  closing  of  the  day 

She  loosed  the  chain,  and  down  she  lay ; 

The  broad  stream  bore  her  far  away, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

Lying,  robed  in  snowy  white 
That  loosely  flew  to  left  and  right — 

The  leaves  upon  her  falling  light — - 
Through  the  noises  of  the  night 

She  floated  down  to  Camelot : 

And  as  the  boat-head  wound  among 
The  willowy  hills  and  fields  along, 

They  heard  her  singing  her  last  song, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 
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Heard  a  carol,  mournful,  Holy, 

Cliauted  loudly,  chanted  lowly, 

Till  her  blood  was  frozen  slowly, 

And  her  eyes,  were  darkened  wholly, 
Turned  to  towered  Camelot ; 

For  ere  she  reached  upon  the  tide 
The  first  house  by  the  water-side, 

Singing  in  her  song  she  died, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

Under  tower  and  balcony, 

By  garden-wall  and  gallery, 

A  gleaming  shape  she  floated  by, 
Dead-pale  between  the  houses  high, 
Silent  into  Camelot. 

Out  iipon  the  wharves  they  came, 

Knight  and  burgher,  lord  and  dame, 

And  round  the  prow  they  read  her  name, 
The  Lady  of  Shalott. 

Who  is  this  ?  and  what  is  here  ? 

And  in  the  lighted  palace  near 
Died  the  sound  of  royal  cheer; 

And  they  crossed  themselves  for  fear, 

All  the  knights  at  Camelot: 

But  Lancelot  mused  a  little  space  ; 

He  said,  “She  has  a  lovely  face; 

God  in  his  mercy  lend  her  grace, 

The  Lady  of  Shalott.” 


SONGS. 
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SONGS  FROM  “  THE  MILLER’S  DAUGHTER.” 


i. 

It  is  the  miller’s  daughter, 

And  she  is  grown  so  dear,  so  dear, 
That  I  would  be  the  jewel 
That  trembles  at  her  ear : 

For,  hid  in  ringlets  day  and  night, 

I’d  touch  her  neck  so  warm  and  white. 

And  I  would  be  the  girdle 

About  her  dainty,  dainty  waist, 

And  her  heart  would  heat  against  me 
In  sorrow  and  in  rest : 

And  I  should  know  if  it  beat  right, 

I’d  clasp  it  round  so  close  and  tight. 

And  I  would  he  the  necklace, 

And  all  day  long  to  fall  and  rise 
Upon  her  balmy  bosom, 

With  her  laughter  or  her  sighs, 

And  I  would  lie  so  light,  so  light, 

I  scarce  should  be  unclasped  at  night. 


ii. 

Love  that  hath  us  in  the  net, 
Can  he  pass,  and  we  forget  ? 
Many  suns  arise  and  set. 

Many  a  chance  the  years  beget. 
Love  the  gift  is  Love  the  debt. 
Even  so. 
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Love  is  hurt  with  jar  and  fret, 
Love  is  made  a  vague  regret. 
Eyes  with  idle  tears  are  wet. 
Idle  hahit  links  us  yet. 

What  is  love  ?  for  we  forget : 
Ah,  no !  no! 


THE  SISTERS. 

We  were  two  daughters  of  one  race  : 

She  was  the  fairest  iu  the  face : 

The  wind  is  blowing  in  turret  and  tree. 
They  were  together,  and  she  fell; 

Therefore  revenge  became  me  well. 

0  the  Earl  was  fair  to  see  ! 

She  died  :  she  went  to  burning  flame  : 

She  mixed  her  ancient  blood  with  shame. 

The  wind  is  howling  in  turret  and  tree. 
Whole  weeks  and  months,  and  early  and  late, 
To  win  his  love  I  lay  in  wait. 

O  the  Earl  was  fair  to  see  ! 

I  made  a  feast;  I  bade  him  come  : 

I  won  his  love,  I  brought  him  home. 

The  wind  is  roaring  in  turret  and  tree. 

And  after  supper,  in  a  bed, 

Upon  my  lap  he  laid  his  head 
0  the  Earl  was  fair  to  see ! 


LADY  CLARA  VERE  DE  YERE. 
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I  kissed  liis  eyelids  into  rest : 

His  ruddy  cheek  upon  my  breast. 

The  wind  is  raging  in  turret  and  tree. 

I  hated  him  with  the  hate  of  hell, 

But  I  loved  his  beauty  passing  well. 

O  the  Earl  was  fair  to  see ! 

I  rose  up  in  the  silent  night : 

I  made  my  dagger  sharp  and  bright. 

The  wind  is  raving  in  turret  and  tree. 

As  half-asleep  his  breath  he  drew, 

Three  times  I  stabbed  him  through  and  through. 
0  the  Earl  was  fair  to  see  ! 

I  curled  and  combed  his  comely  head, 

He  looked  so  grand  when,  he  was  dead. 

The  wind  is  blowing  in  turret  and  tree. 

I  wrapt  his  body  in  the  sheet, 

And  laid  him  at  his  mother's  feet. 

0  the  Earl  was  fair  to  see ! 


LADY  CLARA  YERE  DE  VERE. 

Lady  Clara  Yere  de  Vere, 

Of  me  you  shall  not  win  renown; 
You  thought  to  break  a  country  heart 
For  pastime,  ere  you  went  to  town. 
At  me  you  smiled,  but  unbeguiled 
I  saw  the  snare,  and  I  retired  : 
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The  daughter  of  a  hundred  Earls, 

You  are  not  one  to  be  desired. 

Lady  Clara  Yere  de  Yere, 

I  know  you  proud  to  bear  your  name ; 

Your  pride  is  yet  no  mate  for  mine, 

Too  proud  to  care  from  whence  I  came. 

Nor  would  I  break  for  your  sweet  sake 
A  heart  that  dotes  on  truer  charms. 

A  simple  maiden  in  her  flower 
Is  worth  a  hundred  coats-of-arms. 

Lady  Clara  Yere  de  Fere, 

Some  meeker  pupil  you  must  find, 

For  were  you  queen  of  all  that  is, 

I  could  not  stoop  to  such  a  mind. 

You  sought  to  prove  how  I  could  love, 

And  my  disdain  is  my  reply. 

The  lion  on  your  old  stone  gates 
Is  not  more  cold  to  you  than  I. 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere, 

You  put  strange  memories  in  my  head. 

Not  thrice  your  branching  limes  have  blown 
Since  I  beheld  young  Laurence  dead. 

O  your  sweet  eyes  your  low  replies : 

A  great  enchantress  yuu  may  be ; 

But  there  was  that  across  his  throat 
Which  you  had  hardly  cared  to  see. 


LADY  CLARA  VERE  DE  YERE. 
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Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Yere, 

When  thus  he  met  his  mother’s  view, 

She  had  the  passions  of  her  kind, 

She  spake  some  certain  truths  of  you. 
Indeed,  I  heard  one  hitter  word 
That  scarce  is  fit  for  you  to  hear  ; 

Her  manners  had  not  that  repose 

Which  stamps  the  caste  of  Yere  de  Yere 

Lady  Clara  Yere  de  Vere, 

There  stands  a  spectre  in  your  hall : 

The  guilt  of  blood  is  at  your  door : 

You  changed  a  wholesome  heart  to  gall 
You  held  your  course  without  remorse, 

To  make  him  trust  his  modest  worth, 
And,  last,  you  fixed  a  vacant  stare, 

And  slew  him  with  your  noble  birth. 

Trust  me,  Clara  Yere  de  Yere, 

From  yon  blue  heavens  above  us  bent 
The  grand  old  gardener  and  his  wife 
Smile  at  the  claims  of  long  descent. 
Howe’er  it  be,  it  seems  to  me, 

’Tis  only  noble  to  be  good. 

Kind  hearts  are  more  than  coronets, 

And  simple  faith  than  Norman  blood 

I  know  you,  Clara  Yere  de  Yere  : 

You  pine  among  your  halls  and  towers, 
The  languid  light  of  your  proud  eyes 
Is  wearied  of  the  rolling  hours. 
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In  glowing  health,  with  boundless  wealth, 
But  sickening  of  a  vague  disease, 

You  know  so  ill  to  deal  with  time, 

You  needs  must  pjay  such  pranks  as  these. 

Clara,  Clara  Yere  de  Vere, 

If  Time  be  heavy  on  your  hands, 

.,  Are  there  no  beggars  at  your  gate, 

Nor  any  poor  about  your  lands? 

0  !  teach  the  orphan-boy  to  read, 

Or  teach  the  orphan-girl  to  sew, 

Pray  Heaven  for  a  human  heart, 

And  let  the  foolish  yeoman  go. 


TIIE  TALKING  OAK. 

Once  more  the  gate  behind  me  falls; 

Once  more  before  my  face 
I  see  the  mouldered  Abbey-walls, 
That  stand  within  the  chase. 

Beyond  the  lodge  the  city  lies, 
Beneath  its  drift  of  smoke ; 

And  ah !  with  what  delighted  eyes 
I  turn  to  yonder  oak  ! 

For  when  my  passion  first  began, 

Ere  that  which  in  me  burned, 

The  love  that  makes  me  thrice  a  man. 
Could  hope  itself  returned ; 
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To  yonder  oak  within  the  field 
I  spoke  without  restraint, 

And  with  a  larger  faith  appealed 
Than  Papist  unto  Saint. 

For  oft  I  talked  with  him  apart, 

And  told  him  of  my  choice, 

Until  he  plagiarized  a  heart, 

And  answered  with  a  voice. 

Though  what  he  whispered  under  Heaven 
None  else  could  understand; 

I  found  him  garrulously  given, 

A  babbler  in  the  land. 

But  since  I  heard  him  make  reply 
Is  many  a  weary  hour ; 

’Twere  well  to  question  him,  and  try 
If  yet  he  keeps  the  power. 

Hail,  hidden  to  the  knees  in  fern, 

Broad  oak  of  Sumner-chase, 

Whose  topmost  branches  can  discern 
The  roofs  of  Sumner-place  ! 

Say  thou,  whereon  I  carved  her  name. 

If  ever  maid  or  spouse, 

As  fair  as  my  Olivia,  came 
To  rest  beneath  thy  boughs  ? 

“O  Walter,  I  have  sheltered  here 
Whatever  maiden  grace 
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The  good  old  Summers,  year  by  year, 
Made  ripe  in  Sumner-chase  : 

“  Old  Summers,  when  the  monk  was  fat, 
And,  issuing  shorn  and  sleek, 

Would  twist  his  girdle  tight,  and  pat 
The  girls  upon  the  cheek, 

“  Ere  yet,  in  scorn  of  Peter’s-pence, 

And  numbered  bead,  and  shrift, 

Bluff  Harry  broke  into  the  spence, 

And  turned  the  cowls  adrift : 

“  And  I  have  seen  some  score  of  those 
Fresh  faces,  that  would  thrive 

When  his  man-minded  offset  rose 
To  chase  the  deer  at  five ; 

“  And  all  that  from  the  town  would  stroll 
Till  that  wild  wind  made  work, 

In  which  the  gloomy  brewer’s  soul 
Went  by  me,  like  a  stork  : 

“  The  slight  she-slips  of  loyal  blood, 

And  others,  passing  praise. 

Strait-laced,  but  all-too-full  in  bud 
For  puritanic  stays: 

“  And  I  have  shadowed  many  a  group 
Of  beauties,  that  were  born 

In  teacup-times  of  hood  and  hoop, 

Or  while  the  patch  was  worn  ; 
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1  And,  leg  and  arm  with  love-knots  gay, 
About  me  leaped  and  laughed 

The  modish  Cupid  of  the  day, 

And  shrilled  his  tinsel  shaft. 

“  I  swear  (and  else  may  insects  prick 
Each  leaf  into  a  gall) 

This  girl,  for  whom  your  heart  is  sick, 

Is  three. times  worth  them  all; 

“  For  those  and  theirs,  by  Nature’s  law, 
Have  faded  long  ago ; 

But  in  these  later  springs  I  saw 
Your  own  Olivia  blow, 

“  From  when  she  gambolled  on  the  greens, 
A  baby-germ,  to  when 

The  maiden  blossoms  of  her  teens 
Could  number  five  from  ten. 

“  I  swear,  by  leaf,  and  wind  and  rain, 

(And  hear  me  with  thine  ears,) 

That,  though  I  circle  in  the  grain 
Five  hundred  rings  of  years — 

“  Yet,  since  I  first  could  cast  a  shade, 

Did  never  creature  pass 

So  slightly,  musically  made, 

So  light  upon  the  grass  : 

“  For  as  to  fairies,  that  will  flit 
To  make  the  greensward  fresh, 
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I  hold  them  exquisitely  knit, 

But  far  too  spare  of  flesh.” 

O,  hide  thy  knotted  knees  in  fern, 

And  overlook  the  chase  ; 

And  from  thy  topmost  branch  discern 
The  roofs  of  Sumuer-place. 

But  thou,  whereon  I  carved  her  name, 

That  oft  hast  heard  my  vows, 

Declare  when  last  Olivia  came 
To  sport  beneath  thy  boughs. 

“  0  yesterday,  you  know,  the  fair 
Was  holden  at  the  town; 

II  er  father  left  his  good  arm-chair, 

And  rode  his  hunter  down. 

“  And  with  him  Albert  came  on  his. 

I  looked  at  him  with  joy : 

As  cowslip  unto  oxlip  is, 

So  seems  she  to  the  boy. 

“An  hour  had  passed — and,  sitting  straight 
Within  the  low-wheeled  chaise, 

Her  mother  trundled  to  the  gate 
Behind  the  dappled  grays. 

“But,  as  for  her,  she  stayed  at  home, 

And  on  the  roof  she  went, 

And  down  the  way  you  use  to  come 
She  looked  with  discontent. 
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“She  left  the  novel  half-uncut 
Upon  the  rosewood  shelf; 

She  left  the  new  piano  shut : 

She  could  not  please  herself. 

“  Then  ran  she,  gamesome  as  the  colt, 

And  livelier  than  a  lark 

She  sent  her  voice  through  all  the  holt 
Before  her,  and  the  park. 

“  A  light  wind  chased  her  on  the  wing, 

And  in  the  chase  grew  wild, 

As  close  as  might  be  would  he  cling 
About  the  darling  child  : 

“But  light  as  any  wind  that  blows 
So  fleetly  did  she  stir, 

The  flower,  she  touched  on,  dipped  and  rose, 
And  turned  to  look  at  her. 

“And  here  she  came,  and  round  me  played, 
And  sang  to  me  the  whole 

Of  those  three  stanzas  that  you  made 
About  my  ‘  giant  bole 

“And  in  a  fit  of  frolic  mirth 
She  strove  to  span  my  waist : 

Alas,  I  was  so  broad  of  girth, 

I  could  not  be  embraced. 

“I  wished  myself  the  fair  young  beech 
That  here  beside  me  stands, 
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That  round  me,  clasping  each  in  each, 

She  might  have  locked  her  hands. 

“Yet  seemed  the  pressure  thrice  as  sweet 
As  woodbine’s  fragile  hold, 

Or  when  I  feel  about  my  feet 
The  berried  briony  fold.” 

0  muffle  round  thy  knees  with  fern, 

And  shadow  Sumner-chase ! 

Long  may  thy  topmost  branch  discern 
The  roofs  of  Sumner-place  ! 

But  tell  me,  did  she  read  the  name 
I  carved  with  many  vows, 

When  last  with  throbbing  heart  I  came 
To  rest  beneath  thy  boughs  ? 

“  0  yes,  she  wandered  round  and  round 
These  knotted  knees  of  mine, 

And  found,  and  kissed  the  name  she  found. 
And  sweetly  murmured  thine. 

“  A  tear-drop  trembled  from  its  source, 

And  down  my  surface  crept. 

My  sense  of  touch  is  somethiug  coarse, 

But  I  believe  she  wept. 

“Then  flushed  her  cheek  with  rosy  light, 
She  glanced  across  the  plain  ; 

But  not  a  creature  was  in  sight  : 

She  kissed  me  once  again. 
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“Iler  kisses  were  so  close  and  kind, 

That,  trust  me  on  my  word, 

Hard  wood  I  am,  and  wrinkled  rind, 

But  yet  my  sap  was  stirred  : 

“And  even  into  my  inmost  ring 
A  pleasure  I  discerned, 

Like  those  blind  motions  of  the  Spring, 
That  show  the  year  is  turned. 

“  Thriee-happy  .he  that  may  caress 
The  ringlet’s  waving  balm — 

The  cushions  of  whose  touch  may  press 
The  maiden’s  tender  palm. 

“  I,  rooted  here  among  the  groves, 

But  languidly  adjust 
My  vapid  vegetable  loves 
W  ith  anthers  and  with  dust : 

“For  ah !  my  friend,  the  days  were  brief 
Whereof  the  poets  talk, 

When  that,  which  breathes  within  the  leaf, 
Could  slip  its  bark  and  walk. 

“But  could  I,  as  in  times  foregone, 

From  spray,  and  branch,  and  stem 
Have  sucked  and  gathered  into  one 
The  life  that  spreads  in  them, 

“She  had  not  found  me  so  remiss; 

But  lightly  issuing  through, 
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I  would  have  paid  her  kiss  for  kiss 
With  usury  thereto.” 

0  flourish  high,  with  leafy  towers, 

And  overlook  the  lea, 

Pursue  thy  loves  among  the  bowers, 

But  leave  thou  mine  to  me. 

0  flourish,  hidden  deep  in  fern, 

Old  oak,  I  love  thee  well ; 

A  thousand  thanks  for  what  I  learn 
And  what  remains  to  tell 

“  ’Tis  little  more  :  the  day  was  warm ; 

At  last,  tired  out  with  play, 

She  sank  her  head  upon  her  arm, 

And  at  my  feet  she  lay. 

“Her  eyelids  dropped  their  silken  eaves; 

I  breathed  upon  her  eyes 
Through  all  the  summer  of  my  leaves 
A  welcome  mixed  with  sighs. 

“  I  took  the  swarming  sound  of  life — 

The  music  from  the  town — 

The  murmurs  of  the  drum  and  fife. 

And  lulled  them  in  my  own. 

“  Sometimes  I  let  a  sunbeam  slip, 

To  light  her  shaded  eye  ; 

A  second  fluttered  round  her  lip 
Like  a  golden  butterfly  ; 
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“A  third  would  glimmer  on  her  neck 
To  make  the  necklace  shine; 

Another  slid,  a  sunny  fleck, 

From  head  to  ankle  tine. 

“Then  close  and  dark  my  arms  I  spread^ 
And  shadowed  all  her  rest — 

Dropped  dews  upon  her  golden  head, 

An  acorn  in  her  breast. 

“But  in  a  pet  she  started  up, 

And  plucked  it  out,  and  drew 

My  little  oakling  from  the  cup, 

And  flung  him  in  the  dew. 

“  And  yet  it  was  a  graceful  gift — 

I  felt  a  pang  within 

As  when  I  see  the  woodman  lift 
His  axe  to  slay  my  kin. 

“  I  shook  him  down  because  he  was 
The  finest  on  the  tree. 

He  lies  beside  thee  on  the  grass. 

0  kiss  him  once  for  me ! 

t 

“  0  kiss  him  twice  and  thrice  for  me. 
That  have  no  lips  to  kiss, 

For  never  yet  was  oak  on  lea 
Shall  grow  so  fair  as  this.” 

Step  deeper  yet  in  herfc  and  fern. 

Look  further  through  the  chase, 
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Spread  upward  till  thy  boughs  discern 
The  front  of  Sumner-place. 

This  fruit  of  thine  by  Love  is  blest, 
That  hut  a  moment  lay 

Where  fairer  fruit  of  Love  may  rest 
Some  happy  future  day. 

I  kiss  it  twice,  I  kiss  it  thrice, 

The  warmth  it  thence  shall  win 

To  riper  life  may  magnetize 
The  baby-oak  within. 

But  thou,  while  kingdoms  overset. 

Or  lapse  from  hand  to  hand, 

Thy  leaf  shall  nevei  fail,  nor  yet 
Thine  acorn  in  the  land. 

May  never  saw  dismember  thee, 

Mor  wielded  axe  disjoint; 

That  art  the  fairest  spoken  tree 
From  here  to  Lizard-point. 

0  rock  upon  thy  towery  top 
A 11  throats  that  gurgle  sweet ! 

All  starry  culmination  drop 
Balm -dews  to  bathe  thy  feet  ! 

All  grass  of  silky  feather  grow — 

And  while  he  sinks  or  swells 

The  full  south-breeze  around  thee  blow 
The  sound  of  minster  bells. 
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The  fat  earth  feed  thy  branchy  root, 
That  under  deeply  strikes  ! 

The  northern  morning  o'er  thee  shoot, 
High  up,  in  silver  spikes  ! 

Nor  ever  lightning  char  thy  grain, 

But,  rolling  as  in  sleep, 

Low  thunders  bring  the  mellow  rain, 
That  makes  thee  broad  and  deep  ! 

And  hear  me  swear  a  solemn  oath, 
That  only  by  thy  side 

Will  I  to  Olive  plight  my  troth. 

And  gain  her  for  my  bride. 

And  when  my  marriage-morn  may  fail. 
She,  Dryad-like,  shall  wear 

Alternate  leaf  and  acorn-ball 
In  wreath  about  her  hair. 

And  I  will  work  in  prose  and  rhyme. 
And  praise  thee  more  in  both 

Than  bard  has  honored  beech  or  lime, 
Or  that  Thessalian  growth 

In  which  the  swarthy  ringdove  sat, 
And  mystic  sentence  spoke ; 

And  more  than  England  honors  that, 
Thy  famous  brothei -uak, 

Wherein  the  younger  Charles  abode 
Till  all  the  path«  were  dim, 
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And  far  below  the  Roundhead  rode. 
And  hummed  a  surly  hymn. 


THE  MAY  QUEEN'. 

You  must  wake  and  call  me  early,  call  me  early,  mother  dear ; 

To-morrow  'ill  be  the  happiest  time  of  all  the  glad  New-year; 

Of  all  the  glad  New-year,  mother,  the  maddest,  merriest  day; 

For  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the  May,  mother,  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the 
May. 

There’s  many  a  black,  black  eye,  they  say,  but  none  so  bright  as 
mine; 

There’s  Margaret  and  Mary,  there’s  Kate  and  Caroline: 

But  none  so  fair  as  little  Alice  in  all  the  land,  they  say : 

So  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the  May,  mother,  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the 
May. 

I  sleep  so  sound  all  night,  mother,  that  I  shall  never  wake, 

If  you  do  not  call  me  loud  when  the  day  begins  to  break  : 

But  I  must  gather  knots  of  flowers,  and  buds  and  garlands  gay, 

For  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the  May,  mother,  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the 
May. 

As  I  came  up  the  valley,  whom  think  ye  should  I  see, 

But  Robin  leaning  on  the  bridge  beneath  the  hazel-tree? 

He  thought  of  that  sharp  look,  mother,  I  gave  him  yesterday, — 

But  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the  May.  mother,  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the 
May. 
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He  thought  1  was  a  ghost,  mother,  for  I  was  all  in  white, 

And  I  ran  by  him  without  speaking,  like  a  flash  of  light. 

They  call  me  cruel-hearted,  but  I  care  not  what  they  say, 

For  I’m  to  he  Queen  o’  the  May,  mother,  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the 
May. 

They  say  lie’s  dying  all  for  love,  hut  that  can  never  he  : 

They  say  his  heart  is  breaking,  mother — what  is  that  to  me? 
There’s  many  a  bolder  lad  ’ill  woo  me  any  summer  day, 

And  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the  May,  mother,  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’ 
the  May. 

Little  Effie  shall  go  with  me  to-morrow  to  the  green, 

And  you’ll  be  there,  too,  mother,  to  see  me  made  the  Queen : 
For  the  shepherd  lads  on  every  side  ’ill  come  from  far  away, 
And  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the  May,  mother,  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’ 
the  May. 

The  honeysuckle  round  the  porch  has  woven  its  wavy  bowers, 
And  by  the  meadow-trenches  blow  the  faint  sweet  cuckoo-flowers; 
And  the  wild  marsh-marigold  shines  like  fire  in  swamps  and 
hollows  gray, 

And  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the  May,  mother,  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’ 
the  May. 

The  night-winds  come  and  go,  mother,  upon  the  meadow  grass, 
And  the  happy  stars  above  them  seem  to  brighten  as  they  pass; 
There  will  not  be  a  drop  ol  rain  the  whole  of  the  livelong  day, 
And  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the  May,  mother.  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’ 
the  May. 
o 
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All  the  valley,  mother,  ’ill  be  fresh  and  green  and  still, 

And  the  cowslip  and  the  crowfoot  are  over  all  the  hill, 

And  the  rivulet  in  the  flowary  dale  ’ill  merrily  glance  and  play, 
For  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the  May,  mother,  I’m  to  be  Queen  o  the 
May. 

So  you  must  wake  and  call  me  early,  call  me  early,  mother  dear, 
To-morrow  ’ill  be  the  happiest  time  of  all  the  glad  New-year : 
To-morrow  ’ill  be  of  all  the  year  the  maddest,  merriest  day. 

For  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the  May,  mother,  I’m  to  be  Queen  o’  the 
May. 


NEW  YEAR’S  EVE. 

If  you're  waking  call  me  early,  call  me  early,  mother  dear, 

For  I  would  see  the  sun  rise  upon  the  glad  New-year. 

It  is  the  last  New-year  that  I  shall  ever  see. 

Then  you  may  lay  me  low  i’  the  mould,  and  think  no  more  of  me. 

,  To-night  I  saw  the  sun  set :  he  set  and  left  behind 

The  good  old  year,  the  dear  old  time,  and  all  my  peace  of  mind; 
And  the  New-year’s  coming  up,  mother,  but  I  shall  never  see 
The  blossom  on  the  blackthorn,  the  leaf  upon  the  tree. 

Last  May  we  made  a  crown  of  flowers :  we  had  a  merry  day ; 
Beneath  the  hawthorn  on  the  green  they  made  me  Queen  of  May; 
And  we  danced  about  the  May-pole  and  in  the  hazel  copse, 

Till  Charles’s  Wain  came  out  above  the  tall  white  chimney-tops. 

There’s  not  a  flower  on  all  the  hills:  the  frost  is  on  the  pane : 

I  only  wish  to  live  till  the  snowdrops  come  again  : 
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I  wish  the  snow  would  melt  and  the  sun  come  out  on  high: 

I  long  to  see  a  flower  so  before  the  day  I  die. 

The  building  rook  ’ill  caw  from  the  windy  tall  elm-tree, 

And  the  tufted  plover  pipe  along  the  fallow  lea, 

And  the  swallow  ’ill  come  back  again  with  summer  o’er  the  wave, 
But  I  shall  lie  alone,  mother,  within  the  mouldering  grave. 

Upon  the  chancel-casement,  and  upon  that  grave  of  mine, 

In  the  early  early  morning  the  summer  sun  ’ill  shine, 

Before  the  red  cock  crows  from  the  farm  upon  the  hill, 

When  you  are  warm-asleep,  mother,  and  all  the  world  is  still. 

When  the  flowers  come  again,  mother,  beneath  the  waning  light 
You’ll  never  see  me  more  in  the  long  gray  fields  at  night; 

When  from  the  dry  dark  wold  the  summer  airs  blow  cool 
On  the  oat-grass  and  the  sword-grass,  and  the  bulrush  iu  the  pool. 

You’ll  bury  me,  my  mother,  just  beneath  the  hawthorn  shade, 
And  you’ll  come  sometimes  and  see  me  where  I  am  lowly  laid. 

I  shall  not  forget  you,  mother,  I  shall  hear  you  when  you  pass, 
With  your  feet  above  my  head  in  the  long  and  pleasant  grass. 

I  have  been  wild  and  wayward,  but  you’ll  forgive  me  now  : 
You’ll  kiss  mo,  my  own  mother,  and  forgive  me  ere  I  go : 

Nay,  nay,  you  must  not  weep,  nor  let  your  grief  be  wild, 

You  should  not  fret  for  me,  mother,  you  have  another  child. 

If  I  can  I’ll  come  again,  mother,  from  out  my  resting-place; 
Though  you’ll  not  see  me,  mother,  I  shall  look  upon  your  face  ; 
Though  I  cannot  speak  a  word,  I  shall  harken  what  you  say, 
And  be  often,  often  with  you  when  you  think  I’m  far  away. 


&2 


POEMS  OF  IMAGINATION  AND  FANCY. 


Good-night,  good-night,  when  I  have  said  good-night  for  evermore, 
And  you  see  me  carried  out  from  the  threshold  of  the  door  ; 
Don’t  let  Effie  come  to  see  me  till  my  grave  be  growing  green  : 
She’ll  he  a  better  child  to  you  than  ever  I  have  been. 

She’ll  find  my  garden-tools  upon  the  granary  floor: 

Let  her  take  ’em:  they  are  hers:  .1  shall  never  garden  more: 

* 

But  tell  her,  when  I’m  gone,  to  train  the  rose-hush  that  I  set 
About  the  parlor-window  and  the  box  of  mignonette. 

Good-niglit,  sweet  mother  :  call  me  before  the  day  is  born. 

All  night  I  lie  awake,  but  I  fall'asleep  at  morn  ; 

But  I  would  see  the  sun  rise  upon  the  glad  New-year, 

So,  if  you’re  waking,  call  me,  call  me  early,  mother  dear. 

CONCLUSION. 

1  thought  to  pass  away  before,  and  yet  alive  I  am ; 
knd  in  the  fields  all  round  I  hear  the  bleating  of  the  lamb. 

How  sadly,  I  remember,  rose  the  morning  of  the  year ! 

To  die  before  the  snowdrop  came,  and  now  the  violet’s  here. 

0  sweet  is  the  new  violet,  that  comes  beneath  the  skies, 

And  sweeter  is  the  young  lamb’s  voice  to  me  that  cannot  rise, 
And  sweet  is  all  the  land  about,  and  all  the  flowers  that  blow, 
And  sweeter  far  is  death  tha~  life  to  me  that  long  to  go. 

It  seemed  so  hard  at  first,  mother,  to  leave  the  blessed  sun, 

And  now  it  seems  as  hard  to  say  ;  and  yet,  His  will  be  done  ! 
But  still  I  think  it  can’t  be  long  before  I  find  release ; 

And  that  good  man,  the  clergyman,  has  told  me  words  of  peace. 
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0  blessings  on  bis  kindly  voice  and  on  bis  silver  bair! 

And  blessings  on  his  whole  life  long,  until  be  meet  me  there! 

0  blessings  on  bis  kindly  heart  and  on  his  silver  bead  ! 

A  thousand  times  I  blessed  him,  as  be  knelt  beside  my  bed. 

He  taught  me  all  the  mercy,  for  be  showed  me  all  the  sin. 

New,  though  my  lamp  was  lighted  late,  there’s  One  will  let  me  in: 
Nor  would  I  now  be  well,  mother,  again,  if  that  could  be, 

For  my  desire  is  but  to  pass  to  Him  that  died  for  me 

I  did  not  hear  the  dog  howl,  mother,  or  the  deathwatch  beat, 
There  came  a  sweeter  token  when  the  night  and  morning  meet: 
But  sit  beside  my  bed,  mother,  and  put  your  hand  in  mine, 

And  Effie  on  the  other  side,  and  I  will  tell  the  sign. 

All  in  the  wild  March-morning  I  heard  the  angels  call  ; 

It  was  when  the  moon  was  setting,  and  the  dark  was  over  all; 
The  trees  began  to  whisper,  and  the  wind  began  to  roll, 

And  in  the  wild  March-morning  I  heard  them  call  my  soul. 

For  lying  broad  awake  I  thought  of  you  and  Effie  dear ; 

[  saw  you  sitting  in  the  house,  and  I  no  longer  here ; 

With  all  my  strength  I  prayed  for  both,  and  so  I  felt  resigned, 
And  up  the  valley  came  a  swell  of  music  on  the  wind. 

I  thought  that  it  was  fancy,  and  I  listened  in  my  bod, 

And  then  did  something  speak  to  me — I  know  not  what  was  said; 
For  great  delight  and  shuddering  took  hold  of  all  my  mind, 
And  up  the  valley  came  again  the  music  on  the  wind. 
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But  you  were  sleeping;  and  I  said,  “  It’s'not  for  them;  it’s  mine.” 
And  if  it  comes  three  times,  I  thought,  I  take  it  for  a  sign. 

And  once  again  it  came,  and  close  beside  the  window-bars, 

Then  seemed  to  go  right  up  to  heaven  aud  die  among  the  stars. 

So  now  I  think  my  time  is  near.  I  trust  it  is.  I  know 
The  blessed  music  went  that  way  my  soul  will  have  to  go. 

And  for  myself,  indeed,  I  care  not  if  I  go  to-day, 

But,  Effie,  you  must  comfort  her  when  I  am  passed  away. 

And  say  to  Robin  a  kind  word,  and  tell  him  not  to  fret; 

There’s  many  worthier  than  I  would  make  him  happy  yet. 

If  I  had  lived — I  cannot  tell — I  might  have  been  his  wife ; 

But  all  these  things  have  ceased  to  be,  with  my  desire  of  life. 

0  look  !  the  sun  begins  to  rise,  the  heavens  are  in  a  glow; 

He  shines  upon  a  hundred  fields,  and  all  of  them  I  know. 

And  there  I  move  no  longer  now,  and  there  his  light  may  shine — 
Wild  flowers  in  the.  valley  for  other  hands  than  mine. 

0  sweet  and  strange  it  seems  to  me,  that  ere  this  day  is  done 
The  voice  that  now  is  speaking  may  be  beyond  the  sun — ■ 

For  ever  and  for  ever  with  those  just  souls  and  true — 

And  what  is  life,  that  we  should  moan  ?  why  make  we  such  ado  ? 

For  ever  and  for  ever,  all  in  a  blessed  home — 

And  there  to  wait  a  little  while  till  you  and  Effie  come — 

To  lie  within  the  light  of  God,  as  I  lie  upon  your  breast — 

And  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  aud  the  weary  are  at  rest. 
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BREAK,  BREAK,  BREAK. 

Break,  break,  break, 

On  tby  cold  gray  stones,  oh  Sea  ! 

And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  utter 
The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me. 

0  well  for  the  fisherman’s  boy, 

That  he  shouts  with  his  sister  at  play ! 

O  well  for  the  sailor  lad, 

That  he  sings  in  his  boat  on  the  bay  ! 

And  the  stately  ships  go  on 
To  their  haven  under  the  hill; 

But  oh  for  the  touch  of  a  vanished  hand, 
And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still ! 

Break,  break,  break, 

At  the  foot  of  thy  crags,  oh  Sea ! 

But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead 
Will  never  come  back  to  me. 


THE  DEATH  OF  THE  OLD  YEAR. 

Full  knee-deep  lies  the  winter  snow, 

And  the  winter  winds  are  wearily  sighing 
Toll  ye  the  church-bell  sad  and  slow, 

And  tread  softly  and  speak  low. 

For  the  old  year  lies  a-dying. 
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Old  year,  you  must  not  die ; 

You  came  to  us  so  readily. 

You  lived  with  us  so  steadily, 

Old  year,  you  shall  not  die. 

He  lieth  still :  he  doth  not  move  : 

He  will  not  see  the  dawn  of  day. 

He  hath  no  other  life  above. 

He  gave  me  a  friend,  and  a  true,  true-love. 
And  the  New-year  will  take  ’em  away 
Old  year,  you  must  not  go  ; 

So  long  as  you  have  been  with  us, 
Such  joy  as  you  have  seen  with  us, 
Old  year,  you  shall  not  go 

He  frothed  his  bumpers  to  the  brim ; 

A  jollier  year  we  shall  not  see. 

But  though  his  eyes  are  waxing  dim, 

And  though  his  foes  speak  ill  of  him, 

He  was  a  friend  to  me. 

Old  year,  you  shall  not  die ; 

We  did  so  laugh  and  cry  with  you, 
I’ve  half  a  mind  to  die  with  you, 

Old  year,  if  you  must  die 

He  was  full  of  joke  and  jest, 

But  all  his  merry  quips  are  o’er. 

To  see  him  die,  across  the  waste 
His  son  and  heir  doth  ride  post-haste, 

But  he’ll  be  dead  before. 
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Every  one  for  his  own 

The  night  is  starry  and  cold,  my  friend, 

And  the  New-year,  blithe  and  bold,  my  friend, 
Comes  up  to  take  his  own. 

How  hard  he  breathes  !  over  the  snow 
I  heard  just  now  the  crowing  cock 
The  shadows  flicker  to  and  fro  : 

The  cricket  chirps  :  the  light  burns  low  : 

;Tis  nearly  twelve  o’clock. 

Shake  hands,  before  you  die. 

Old  year,  we’ll  dearly  rue  for  you : 

What  is  it  we  can  do  for  you  ? 

Speak  out  before  you  die. 

His  face  is  growing  sharp  and  thin. 

Alack  !  our  friend  is  gone. 

Close  up  his  eyes :  tie  up  his  chin  : 

Step  from  the  corpse,  and  let  him  in 
That  standeth  there  alone, 

And  waiteth  at  the  door. 

There’s  a  new  foot  on  the  floor,  my  friend, 

And  a  new  face  at  the  door,  my  friend, 

A  new  face  at  the  door. 
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THE  BROOK. 

AN  IDYL. 

“Here,  by  this  brook,  we  parted;  I  to  the  East, 
And  he  for  Italy — too  late — too  late  : 

One  whom  the  strong  sons  of  the  world  despise ; 

For  lucky  rhymes  to  him  were  scrip  and  snare. 

And  mellow  metres  more  than  cent,  for  cent.; 

Nor  could  he  understand  how  money  breeds, 

Thought  it  a  dead  thing;  yet  himself  could  make 
The  thing  that  is  not  as  the  thing  it  is. 

0  had  he  lived  !  In  our  school-books  we  say, 

Of  those  that  held  their  heads  above  the  crowd, 

They  flourished  then  or  then ;  but  life  in  him 
Could  scarce  be  said  to  flourish,  only  touched 
On  such  a  time  as  goes  before  the  leaf, 

When  all  the  wood  stands  in  a  mist  of  green, 

And  nothing  perfect:  yet  the  brook  he  loved, 

For  which,  in  branding  summers  of  Bengal, 

Or  even  the  sweet  half-English  Neilgherry  air, 

I  panted,  seems,  as  I  re-listen  to  it, 

Prattling  the  primrose  fancies  of  the  ooy, 

To  me  that  loved  him;  for  ‘0  brook,’  he  says, 

:0  babbling  brook,’  says  Edmund  in  his  rhyme, 
‘Whence  come  you  V  and  the  brook,  why  not?  replies 

I  come  from  haunts  of  coot  and  hern, 

I  make  a  sudden  sally 
And  sparkle  out  among  the  fern, 

To  bicker  down  a  valley. 
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By  thirty  hills  I  hurry  down, 

Or  slip  between  the  ridges, 

*  By  twenty  thorps,  a  little  town. 

And  half  a  hundred  bridges. 

Till  last  by  Philip’s  farm  I  flow 
To  join  the  brimming  river, 

For  men  may  come  and  men  may  go, 

But  I  go  on  for  ever. 

“Poor  lad,  he  died  at  Florence,  quite  worn  out, 
Travelling  to  Naples.  There  is  Darnley  bridge, 

It  has  more  ivy ;  there  the  river ;  and  there 
Stands  Philip’s  farm  where  brook  and  river  meet. 

I  chatter  over  stony  ways, 

In  little  sharps  and  trebles, 

I  bubble  into  eddying  bays, 

I  babble  on  the  pebbles. 

With  many  a  curve  my  banks  I  fret 
By  many  a  field  and  fallow, 

And  many  a  fairy  foreland  set 
With  willow-weed  and  mallow. 

I  chatter,  chatter,  as  I  flow 
To  join  the  brimming  river, 

For  men  may  come  and  men  may  go, 

But  I  go  on  for  ever. 

“But  Philip  chattered  more  than  brook  or  bird  ; 
Old  Philip:  all  about  the  fields  you  caught 
His  weary  daylong  chirping,  like  the  dry 
High-elbowed  grigs  that  leap  in  summer  grass. 
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I  wind  about,  and  in  and  out. 

With  here  a  blossom  sailing, 

And  here  and  there  a  lusty  trout, 

And  here  and  there  a  grayling, 

And  here  and  there  a  foamy  flake 
Upon  me,  as  I  travel, 

With  many  a  silvery  waterbreak 
Above  the  golden  gravel, 

And  draw  them  all  along,  and  flow 
To  join  the  brimming  river, 

For  men  may  come  and  men  may  go, 

But  I  go  on  for  ever. 

“  0  darling  Katie  Willows,  his  one  child ! 

A  maiden  of  our  century,  yet  most  meek; 

A  daughter  of  our  meadows,  yet  not  coarse ; 
Straight,  but  as  lissome  as  a  hazel  wand; 

Her  eyes  a  bashful  azure,  and  her  hair 
In  gloss  and  hue  the  chestnut,  when  the  shell 
Divides  threefold  to  show  the  fruit  within. 

“Sweet  Katie,  once  I  did  her  a  good  turn, 
Her  and  her  far-off  cousin  and  betrothed, 

James  Willows,  of  one  name  and  heart  with  her 
For  here  I  came,  twenty  years  back — the  week 
Before  I  parted  with  poor  Edmund ;  crossed 
By  that  old  bridge  which,  half  in  ruins  then, 
Still  makes  a  hoary  eyebrow  for  the  gleam 
Beyond  it,  where  the  waters  many — crossed, 
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Whistling  a  random  bar  of  Bonny  Doon, 

And  pushed  at  Philip’s  garden-gate.  The  gate, 
Half-parted  from  a  weak  and  scolding  hinge, 

Stuck;  and  he  clamored  from  a  casement,  ‘run/ 

To  Katie  somewhere  in  the  walks  below, 

‘Bun,  Katie  !’  Katie  never  ran  :  she  moved 
To  meet  me,  winding  under  woodbine  bowers, 

A  little  fluttered,  with  her  eyelids  down, 

Fresh  apple-blossom,  blushing  for  a  boon. 

“  What  was  it  ?  less  of  sentiment  than  sense 
Had  Katie ;  not  illiterate ;  neither  one 
Who  dabbling  in  the  fount  of  Active  tears, 

And  nursed  by  mealy-mouthed  philanthropies, 
Divorce  the  Feeling  from  her  mate  the  Deed. 

“She  told  me.  She  and  James  had  quarrelled. 
What  cause  of  quarrel?  None,  she  said,  no  cause; 
James  had  no  cause  :  but  when  I  pressed  the  cause, 
I  learnt  that  James  had  flickering  jealousies 
Which  angered  her.  Who  angered  James  ?  I  said. 
But  Katie  snatched  her  eyes  at  once  from  mine, 

And  sketching  with  her  slender  pointed  foot 
Some  figure  like  a  wizard’s  pentagram 
On  garden  gravel,  let  my  query  pass 
Unclaimed,  in  flushing  silence,  till  I  asked 
If  James  were  coming.  ‘Coming  every  day/ 

She  answered,  ‘ever  longing  to  explain, 

But  evermore  1  er  father  came  across 
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With  some  long-winded  tale,  and  broke  him  short ; 
And  James  departed  vexed  with  him  and  her.’ 

How  could  I  help  her  ?  ‘  Would  I — was  it  wrong?’ 

(Clasped  hands  and  that  petitionary  grace 
Of  sweet  seventeen  subdued  me  ere  she  spoke) 

‘  0  would  I  take  her  father  for  one  hour, 

For  one  half-hour,  and  let  him  talk  to  me !’ 

And  even  while  she  spoke,  I  saw  where  James 
Made  toward  us,  like  a  wader  in  the  surf, 

Beyond  the  brook,,  waist-deep  in  meadow-sweet. 

“0  Katie,  what  T  suffered  for  your  sake  ! 

For  in  I  went,  and  called  old  Philip  out 
To  show  the  farm  :  full  willingdy  he  rose : 

He  led  me  through  the  short  sweet-smelling  lanes 
Of  his  wheat-suburb,  babbling  as  he  went 
He  praised  his  land,  his  horses,  his  machines ; 

He  praised  his  ploughs,  his  cows,  his  hogs,  his  dogs 
lie  praised  his  hens,  his  geese,  his  guinea-hens  ; 

His  pigeons,  who  in  session  on  their  roofs 
Approved  him,  bowing  at  their  own  deserts  : 

Then  from  the  plaintive  mother’s  teat  he  took 
Her  blind  and  shuddering  puppies,  naming  each, 
And  naming  those,  his  friends,  for  whom  they  were 
Then  crossed  tne  common  into  Parnley  chase 
To  show  Sir  Arthur’s  deer.  In  copse  and  fern 
Twinkled  the  innumerable  ear  and  tail. 

Then,  seated  on  a  serpent-rooted  beech, 
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He  pointed  out  a  pasturing  colt,  and  said : 

‘  That  was  the  four-year-old  I  sold  the  Squire.’ 

And  there  he  told  a  long  long-winded  tale 
Of  how  the  Squire  had  seen  the  colt  at  grass, 

And  how  it  was  the  thing  his  daughter  wished, 

And  how  he  sent  the  bailiff  to  the  farm 
To  learn  lire  price,  and  what  the  price  he  asked, 

And  how  the  bailiff  swore  that  he  was  mad, 

But  he  stood  firm  ;  and  so  the  matter  hung ; 

He  gave  them  line  :  and  five  days  after  that 
He  met  the  bailiff  at  the  Golden  Fleece, 

Who  then  and  there  had  offered  something  more, 

But  he  stood  firm;  and  so  the  matter  hung; 

He  knew  the  man  ;  the  colt  would  fetch  its  price ; 

He  gave  them  line :  and  how  by  chance  at  last 
(It  might  be  May  or  April,  he  forgot, 

The  last  of  April  or  the  first  of  May) 

He  found  the  bailiff  riding  by  the  farm,  * 

And,  talking  from  the  point,  he  drew  him  in, 

And  there  he  mellowed  all  his  heart  with  ale,  i 

Until  they  closed  a  bargain,  hand  in  hand. 

“Then,  while  L  breathed  in  sight  of  haven,  he. 

Poor  fellow,  could  he  help  it?  recommenced, 

And  ran  through  all  the  coltish  chronicle, 

Wild  Will,  Black  Bess,  Tantivy,  Tallyho, 

Beform,  White  Rose,  Bellerophon,  the  Jilt, 

Arbaces,  and  Phenomenon,  and  the  rest. 
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Till,  not  to  die  a  listener,  I  arose, 

And  with  me  Philip,  talking  still  j  and  so 
We  turned  our  foreheads  from  the  falling  sun, 

And  following  our  own  shadows  thrice  as  long 
As  when  they  followed  us  from  Philip’s  door, 
Arrived,  and  found  the  sun  of  sweet  content 
Re-risen  in  Katie’s  eyes,  and  all  things  well. 

I  steal  by  lawns  and  grassy  plots, 

I  slide  by  hazel  covers  ; 

I  move  the  sweet  forget-me-nots 
That  grow  for  happy  lovers. 

I  slip,  I  slide,  I  gloom,  I  glance, 

Among  my  skimming  swallows ; 

I  make  the  netted  sunbeam  dance 
Against  my  sandy  shallows. 

I  murmur  under  moon  and  stars 
In  brambly  wildernesses  ; 

I  linger  by  my  shingly  bars  ; 

I  loiter  round  my  cresses ; 

And  out  again  I  curve  and  flow 
To  join  the  brimming  river, 

For  men  may  come  and  men  may  go 
•  But  I  go  on  for  ever. 


Yes,  men  may  come  again  and  go ;  and  these  are  gone, 
All  gone.  My  dearest,  brother  Edmuncl,  sleeps, 

Not  by  the  well-known  stream  and  rustic  sphe, 

But  unfamiliar  Arno,  and  the  dome 
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Of  Brunelleschi  •  sleeps  in  peace  :  and  he, 

Poor  Philip,  of  all  his  lavish  waste  of  words 
Remains  the  lean  P.  W.  on  his  tomb : 

I  scraped  the  lichen  from  it :  Katie  walks 
By  the  long  wash  of  Australasian  seas 
Far  off,  and  holds  her  head  to  other  stars, 

And  breathes  in  converse  seasons.  All  are  gone. 

So  Lawrence  Aylmer,  seated  on  a  stile 
In  the  long  hedge,  and  rolling  in  his  mind 
Old  waifs  of  rhyme,  and  bowing  o’er  the  brook 
A  tonsored  head  in  middle  age  forlorn, 

Mused,  and  was  mute.  On  a  sudden  a  low  breath 
Of  tender  air  made  tremble  in  the  hedge 
The  fragile  bindweed-bells  and  briony  rings; 

And  he  looked  up.  There  stood  a  maiden  near, 

Waiting  to  pass.  In  much  amaze  he  stared 
On  eyes  a  bashful  azure,  and  on  hair 
In  gloss  and  hue  the  chestnut,  when  the  shell 
Divides  threefold  to  show  the  fruit  within  : 

Then,  wondering,  asked  her.  “  Arc  you  from  the  farm?”— 
“Yes,”  answered  she. — “Pray  stay  a  little  :  pardon  me  ; 
What  do  they  call  you?” — “Katie.” — “That  were  strange. 
What  surname?” — “Willows.” — “No!” — “That  is  my 
name.” — 

“Indeed  !”  and  here  he  looked  so  self-perplexed, 

That  Katie  laughed,  and  laughing  blushed,  till  he 
Laughed  also,  but  as  one  before  he  wakes, 

Who  feels  a  glimmering  strangeness  in  his  dream. 
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Then  lookiog  at  her;  '  Too  happy,  fresh  and  fair, 

Too  fresh  and  fair  in  our  sad  world’s  best  bloom, 

To  be  the  ghost  of  one  who  bore  your  name 
About  these  meadows,  twenty  years  ago.” 

“  IJave  you  not  heard  ?”  said  Katie,  “  We  came  back. 
We  bought  the  farm  we  tenanted  before. 

Am  I  so  like  her  ?  so  they  said  on  board. 

Sir,  if  you  knew  her  in  her  English  days, 

My  mother,  as  it  seems  you  did,  the  days 
That  most  she  loves  to  talk  of,  come  with  me. 

My  brother  James  is  in  the  harvest-field  : 

But  she — you  will  be  welcome — 0,  come  in  ! 


THE  LOTOS-EATERS. 

“  Courage  !”  he  said,  and  pointed  toward  the  land ; 
“This  mounting  wave  will  roll  us  shoreward  soon.” 
In  the  afternoon  they  came  unto  a  land, 

In  which  it  seemed  always  afternoon. 

All  round  the  coast  the  langui  1  air  did  swoon, 
Breathing  like  one  that  hath  a  weary  dream. 
Full-faced  above  the  valley  stood  the  moon  ; 

And  like  a  downward  smoke,  the  slender  stream 
Along  the  cliff  to  fall  and  pause  and  fall  did  seem. 

A  land  ol  streams  !  some,  like  a  downward  smoke, 
Slow-drooping  veils  of  thiunest  lawn,  did  go; 
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Anil  some  through  wavering  lights  and  shadows  broke 
Rolling  a  slumbrous  sheet  of  foam  below. 

They  saw  the  gleaming  river  seaward  flow 
Prom  the  inner  land  :  far-off,  three  mountain-tops, 
Three  silent  pinnacles  of  aged  snow, 

Stood  sunset-flushed  :  and,  dewed  with  showery  drops, 
Up-clomb  the  shadowy  pine  above  the  woven  copse. 

The  charmed  sunset  lingered  low  adown 
In  the  red  West:  through  mountain  clefts  the  dale 
Was  seen  far  inland,  and  the  yellow  down 
Bordered  with  palm,  and  many  a  winding  vale 
And  meadow,  set  with  slender  galingale  ; 

A  land  where  all  things  always  seemed  the  same  1 
And  round  about  the  keel  with  faces  pale, 

Dark  faces  pale  against  that  rosy  flame, 

The  mild-eyed  melancholy  Lotos-eaters  came. 

Branches  they  bore  of  that  enchanted  stem, 

Laden  with  flower  and  fruit,  whereof  they  gave 
To  each,  but  whoso  did  receive  of  them, 

And  taste,  to  him  the  gushing  of  the  wave 
Par,  far  away  did  seem  to  mourn  and  rave 
On  alien  shores ;  and  if  his  fellow  spake, 

His  voice  was  thin,  as  voices  from  the  grave ; 

And  deep-asleep  he  seemed,  yet  all  awake, 

And  music  in  his  ears  his  beating  neart  did  make. 

They  sat  them  down  upon  the  yellow  sand, 

Between  the  sun  and  moon  upon  the  shore  j 
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And  sweet  it  was  to  dream  of  Father-land, 

Of  child,  and  wife,  and  slave ;  but  evermore 
Most  weary  seemed  the  sea,  weary  the  oar, 

Weary  the  wandering  fields  of  barren  foam. 

Then  some  one  said,  <L  We  will  return  no  more  ; 

And  all  at  once  they  sang,  “Our  island  home 
Is  far  beyond  the  wave ;  we  will  no  longer  roam.” 

CHORIC  SONG. 

There  is  sweet  music  here  that  softer  falls 
Than  petals  from  blown  roses  on  the  grass, 

Or  night-dews  on  still  waters  between  walls 
Of  shadowy  granite,  in  a  gleaming  pass ; 

Music  that  gentlier  on  the  spirit  lies 
Than  tired  eyelids  upon  tired  eyes; 

Music  that  brings  sweet  sleep  down  from  the  blissful  skiea. 
Here  are  cool  mosses  deep, 

And  through  the  moss  the  ivies  creep, 

And  in  the  stream  the  long-leaved  flowers  weep, 

And  from  the  craggy  ledge  the  poppy  hangs  in  sleep. 

Why  are  we  weighed  upon  with  heaviness, 

And  utterly  consumed  with  sharp  distress, 

While  all  things  else  have  rest  from  weariness  ? 

All  things  have  rest :  why  should  we  toil  alone, 

We  only  toil,  who  are  the  first  of  things, 

And  make  perpetual  moan, 

Still  from  oue  sorrow  to  another  thrown  : 
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Nor  ever  fold  our  wings, 

And  cease  frcm  wanderings, 

Nor  steep  our  brows  in  slumber’s  holy  balm  ; 

Nor  hearken  what  the  inner  spirit  sings, 

“There  is  no  joy  but  calm  !” 

Why  should  we  only  toil,  the  roof  and  crown  of  things? 

t  j 

Lo !  in  the  middle  of  the  wood, 

The  folded  leaf  is  wooed  from  out  the  bud 
With  winds  upon  the  braueh,  and  there 
Grows  green  and  broad,  and  takes  no  care, 

Sun-steeped  at  noon,  and  in  the  moon 
Nightly  dew-fed ;  and  turning  yellow 
Falls  and  floats  adown  the  air. 

Lo!  sweetened  with  the  summer  light, 

The  full-juiced  apple,  waxing  over-mellow, 

Drops  in  a  silent  autumn  night. 

All  its  allotted  length  of  days, 

The  flower  ripens  in  its  place, 

Ripens  and  fades,  and  falls,  and  hath  no  toil, 

Fast-rooted  in  the  fruitful  soil. 

Hateful  is  the  dark-blue  sky, 

Vaulted  o’er  the  dark-blue  sea. 

Death  is  the  end  of  life;  ah,  why 
Should  life  all  labor  be  ? 

Let  us  alone.  Time  drivcth  onward  fast, 

And  in  a  little  while  our  lips  are  dumb. 
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Let  us  alone.  What  is  it  that  will  last? 

.ill  things  are  taken  from  us,  and  become 
Portions  and  parcels  of  the  dreadful  Past. 

Let  us  alone.  What  pleasure  can  we  have 
To  war  with  evil  ?  Is  there  any  peace 
In  ever  climbing  up  the  climbing  wave  ? 

All  things  have  rest,  and  ripen  toward  the  grave 
In  silence;  ripen,  fall  and  cease  : 

Give  us  long  rest  or  death,  dark  death  or  dreamful  ease  1 

How  sweet  it  were,  hearing  the  downward  stream 
With  half-shut  eyes  ever  to  seem 
Falling  asleep  in  a  half-dream  ! 

To  dream  and  dream,  like  yonder  amber  light, 

Which  will  not  leave  the  myrrh-bush  on  the  height 
To  hear  each  other’s  whispered  speech ; 

Eating  the  Lotos,  day  by  day, 

To  watch  the  crisping  ripples  on  the  beach, 

And  tender-curviug  Hues  of  creamy  spray : 

To  lend  our  hearts  and  spirits  wholly 

To  the  influence  of  mild-minded  melancholy  ; 

To  muse  and  brool  and  live  again  in  memory, 

With  those  old  faces  of  our  infancy 
Heaped  over  with  a  mound  of  grass, 

Two  handfuls  of  white  dust,  shut  in  an  urn  of  brass! 

Dear  is  the  memory  of  our  wedded  lives, 

And  dear  the  last  embraces  of  our  wives 
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And  their  warm  tears  :  but  all  hath  suffered  change ; 
For  surely  now  our  household  hearths  are  cold  : 

Our  sons  inherit  us  :  our  looks  are  strange  : 

And  we  should  come  like  ghosts  to  trouble  joy. 

Or  else  the  island  princes,  over-bold 

Have  eat  our  substance,  and  the  minstrel  sings 

Before  them  of  the  ten-years’  war  in  Troy, 

And  our  great  deeds,  as  half-forgotten  things. 

Is  there  confusion  in  the  little  isle? 

Let  what  is  broken  so  remain. 

The  Gods  are  hard  to  reconcile  : 

'Tis  hard  to  settle  order  once  again. 

There  is  confusion  worse  than  death, 

Trouble  on  trouble,  pain  on  pain, 

Long  labor  unto  aged  breath, 

Sore  task  to  hearts  worn  out  with  many  wars, 

And  eyes  grown  dim  with  gazing  on  the  pilot-stars. 

But,  propped  on  beds  of  amaranth  and  moly, 

How  sweet  (while  warm  airs  lull  us,  blowing  lowly,) 
With  half-dropped  eyelids  still, 

Beneath  a  heaven  dark  and  holy, 

To  watch  the  long  bright  river  drawing  slowly 
His  waters  from  the  purple  hill — 

To  hear  the  dewy  echoes  calling 
From  cave  to  cave  through  the  thick-twined  vine — • 
To  watch  the  emerald-colored  water  falling 
Through  many  a  woven  acanthus-wreath  divine  ! 
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Only  to  hear  and  see  the  far-off  sparkling  brine, 

Only  to  hear  were  sweet,  stretched  out  beneath  the  pine. 

The  Lotos  blooms  below  the  barren  peak  : 

The  Lotos  blows  by  every  winding  creek  : 

All  day  the  wind  breathes  low  with  mellower  tone  ; 

Through  every  hollow  cave  and  alley  lone 

Round  and  round  the  spicy  downs  the  yellow  Lotos-dust  is  blown 
We  have  had  enough  of  action,  and  of  motion  we, 

Rolled  to  starboard,  rolled  to  larboard,  when  the  surge  was  seeth¬ 
ing  free, 

Where  the  wallowing  monster  spouted  his  foam-fountains  in  the 
sea. 

Let  us  swear  an  oath,  and  keep  it  with  an  equal  mind, 

In  the  hollow  Lotos-land  to  live  and  lie  reclined 
On  the  hills  like  Gods  together,  careless  of  mankind. 

For  they  lie  beside  their  nectar,  and  the  bolts  are  hurled 
Far  below  them  in  the  valleys,  and  the  clouds  are  lightly  curled 
Round  their  golden  houses,  girdled  with  the  gleaming  world  : 
Where  they  smile  in  secret,  looking  over  wasted  lands, 

Blight  and  famine,  plague  and  earthquake,  roaring  deeps  and  fiei  ■ 
sands, 

Clanging  fights,  and  flaming  towns,  and  sinking  ships,  and  pray¬ 
ing  hands. 

But  they  smile,  they  find  a  music  centred  in  a  doleful  song 
(Steaming  up,  a  lamentation  and  an  ancient  tale  of  wrong, 

Like  a  tale  of  little  meaning,  though  the  words  are  strong: 
Chanted  from  an  il'-used  race  of  men  that  cleave  the  soil, 
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Sow  the  seed,  and  reap  the  harvest  with  enduring  toil, 

Storing  yearly  little  dues  of  wheat,  and  wine  and  oil; 

Till  they  perish  and  they  suffer — some,  ’tis  whispered — down  in 
•  hell 

Suffer  endless  anguish,  others  in  Elysian  valleys  dwell, 

Resting  weary  limbs  at  last  on  beds  of  asphodel. 

Surely,  surely,  slumber  is  more  sweet  than  toil,  the  shore 
Than  labor  in  the  deep  mid-ocean,  wind  and  wave  and  oar; 

0  rest  ye,  brother  mariners,  we  will  not  wander  more. 


TO  GARIBALDI. 

True  thinker  and  true  worker,  hand  in  hand, 
Unlike,  but  yet  how  like  each  bears  his  part; 
Hero  and  poet  with  the  same  great  heart. 

In  one  the  life-blood  of  the  southern  land 
Pulses  with  sudden  throb,  as  beat  the  waves 
Where  the  blue  sea  his  rocky  islet  laves ; 

The  other,  master  of  the  mighty  rhyme, 

Had  pierced  the  dusky  mantle  of  past  time, 

And  seen  the  shadows  of  the  noble  dead, 

The  knightly  throng,  with  Arthur  at  their  head, 
Writing  their  Idyls  in  a  deathless  song : 

Deeming,  perchance,  such  life  a  dim  ideal — 

Its  gentle  strength,  its  fearless  scorn  of  wrong — 
On  Garibaldi  gazed,  and  found  it  real. 
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THE 

CHARGE  OF  THE  LIGHT  BRIGADE. 

Half  a  league,  half  a  league, 

Half  a  league  onward, 

All  in  the  valley  of  Death 
Rode  the  six  hundred. 

“  Forward,  the  Light  Brigade  ! 

“  Charge  for  the  guns  !”  he  said  : 
Into  the  valley  of  Death 
Rode  the  six  hundred. 

“  Forward,  the  Light  Brigade  !” 

Was  there  a  man  dismayed  ? 

Not  though  the  soldier  knew 
Some  one  had  blundered  : 

Theirs  not  to  make  reply, 

Theirs  not  to  reason  why, 

Theirs  but  to  do  and  die, 

Into  the  valley  of  Death 
Rode  the  six  hundred. 

Cannon  to  right  of  them, 

Cannon  to  left  of  them, 

Cannon  in  front  of  them 
Yolleyed  and  thundered ; 

Stormed  at  with  shot  and  shell, 
Boldly  they  rode  and  well, 
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Into  the  jaws  of  Death, 

Into  the  mouth  of  Hell 
Rode  the  six  hundred. 

Flashed  all  their  sabres  bare, 
Flashed  as  they  turned  in  air. 
Sabring  the  gunners  there, 
Charging  an  army,  while 
All  the  world  wondered  : 

Plunged  in  the  battery-smoke 
Right  through  the  line  they  broke ; 
Cossack  and  Russian 
Reeled  from  the  sabre-stroke 
Shattered  and  sundered. 

Then  they  rode  back,  but  not 
Not  the  six  hundred. 

Cannon  to  right  of  them, 

Cannon  to  left  of  them, 

Cannon  behind  them 

Volleyed  and  thundered; 
Stormed  at  with  shot  and  shell, 
While  horse  and  hero  fell, 

They  that  had  fought  so  well 
Came  through  the  jaws  of  Death 
Back  from  the  mouth  of  Hell, 

AH  that  was  left  of  them, 

Left  of  six  hundred. 
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When  can  their  glory*fade  ? 

0  the  wild  charge  they  made ! 

All  the  world  wondered. 
Honor  the  charge  they  made  ! 
Honor  the  Light  Brigade, 
Noble  six  hundred  ! 


MORTE  D’ARTIIUR. 

So  all  lay  long  the  noise  of  battle  rolled 
Among  the  mountains  by  the  winter  sea ; 

Until  King  Arthur’s  table,  man  by  man, 

Had  fallen  in  Lyonness  about  their  Lord, 

King  Arthur :  then,  because  his  wound  was  deep, 
The  bold  Sir  Bedivere  uplifted  him, 

Sir  Bedivere,  the  last  of  all  his  knights, 

And  bore  him  to  a  chapel  nigh  the  field, 

A  broken  chancel  with  a  broken  cross, 

That  stood  on  a  dark  strait  of  barren  land. 

On  one  side  lay  the  OceaD,  and  on  one 
Lay  a  great  water,  and  the  moon  was  full. 

Then  spake  King  Arthur  to  Sir  Bedivere  : 

“  The  sequel  of  to-day  unsolders  all 
The  goodliest  fellowship  of  famous  knights 
Whereof  this  world  holds  record.  Such  a  sleep 
They  sleep — the  men  I  loved.  I  think  that  we 
Sha1!  never  more,  at  any  future  time, 
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Delight  our  souls  with  talk  of  knightly  deeds, 
Walking  about  the  gardens  and  the  halls 
Of  Camelot,  as  in  the  days  that  were. 

I  perish  by  this  people  which  I  made, — 

Though  Merlin  sware  that  I  should  come  again 
To  rule  once  more — but  let  what  will  be,  be, 

I  am  so  deeply  smitten  through  the  helm 
That  without  help  I  cannot  last  till  morn. 

Thou  therefore  take  my  brand  Excalibur, 

Which  was  my  pride  :  for  thou  rememberest  how 
In  those  old  days,  one  summer  noon,  an  arm 
Rose  up  from  out  the  bosom  of  the  lake, 

Clothed  in  white  samite,  mystic,  wonderful, 

Holding  the  sword — and  how  I  rowed  across 
And  took  it,  and  have  worn  it,  like  a  king : 

And,  wheresoever  I  am  sung  or  told  - 
In  after  time  this  also  shall  be  known  : 

Rut  now  delay  not :  take  Excalibur, 

And  fling  him  far  into  the  middle  meer : 

Watch  what  thou  seest,  and  lightly  bring  me  word.” 

To  him  replied  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere  : 

“It  is  not  meet,  Sir  King,  to  leave  thee  thus, 
Aidless,  alone,  and  smitten  through  the  helm. 

A  little  thing  may  harm  a  wounded  man. 

Yet  I  thy  best  will  all  perform  at  full, 

Watch  what  I  see,  an  i  lightly  bring  thee  word  ” 

So  saying,  from  the  ruined  shrine  he  stepped, 

And  in  the  moon  athwart  the  place  of  tombs, 

7* 


78 


POEMS  OF  IMAGINATION  AND  FANCY. 


Where  lay  the  mighty  bones  of  ancient  men, 

Old  knights,  and  over  them  the  sea-wind  sang 
Shrill,  chill,  with  flakes  of  foam.  He,  stepping  down 
By  zigzag  paths,  and  juts  of  pointed  rock, 

Came  on  the  shining  levels  of  the  lake. 

There  drew  he  forth  the  brand  Excalibur, 

And  o’er  him,  drawing  it,  the  winter  moon, 
Brightening  the  skirts  of  a  long  cloud,  ran  forth 
And  sparkled  keen  with  frost  against  the  hilt : 

For  all  the  haft  twinkled  with  diamond  sparks, 
Myriads  of  topaz-lights,  and  jacinth-work 
Of  subtlest  jewellery.  He  gazed  so  long 
That  both  his  eyes  were  dazzled,  as  he  stood 
This  way  and  that  dividing  the  swift  mind, 

In  act  to  throw ;  but  at  the  last  it  seemed 
Better  to  leave  Excalibur  concealed 
There  in  the  many-knotted  waterflags, 

That  whistled  stiff  and  dry  about  the  marge. 

So  strode  he  back  slow  to  the  wounded  King. 

Then  spake  King  Arthur  to  Sir  Bedivere  : 

“  Hast  thou  performed  my  mission  which  I  gave  ? 
What  is  it  thou  hast  seen  ?  or  what  hast  heard  ?” 

And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere  : 
lt  I  heard  the  ripple  washing  in  the  reeds, 

And  the  wild  water  lapping  on  the  crag.”  • 

To  whom  replied  King  Arthur,  faiut  and  pale 
“  Thou  hast  betrayed  thy  nature  and  thy  name, 

Not  rendering  true  answer,  as  beseemed 
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Thy  fealty,  nor  like  a  noble  knight : 

For  surer  sign  had  followed,  either  hand 
Or  voice,  or  else  a  motion  of  the  meer. 

This  is  a  shameful  thing  for  men  to  lie. 

Yet  now,  I  charge  thee,  quickly  go  again 
As  thou  art  lief  and  dear,  and  do  the  thing 
I  bade  thee,  watch,  and  lightly  bring  me  word.'’ 

Then  went  Sir  Bedivere  the  second  time 
Across  the  ridge,  and  paced  beside  the  mere, 
Counting  the  dewy  pebbles,  fixed  in  thought; 

But  when  he  saw  the  wonder  of  the  hilt, 

How  curiously  and  strangely  chased,  he  smote 
His  palms  together,  and  he  cried  aloud. 

“  And  if  indeed  I  cast  the  brand  away, 

Surely  a  precious  thing,  one  worthy  note, 

Should  thus  be  lost  for  ever  from  the  earth, 
Which  might  have  pleased  the  eyes  of  many  men. 
What  good  should  follow  this,  if  this  were  done  ? 
What  harm,  undone  ?  deep  harm  to  disobey, 
Seeing  obedience  is  the  bond  of  rule. 

Were  it  well  to  obey  then,  if  a  king  demand 
An  act  unprofitable,  against  himself? 

The  king  is  sick,  and  knows  not  what  he  does, 
What  record,  or  what  relic  of  my  lord 
Should  be  to  aftertime,  but  empty  breath 
And  rumors  of  a  doubt  ?  but  were  this  kept, 
Stored  in  some  treasure-house  of  mighty  kings, 
Some  one  might  show  it  at  a  joust  of  arms, 
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Saying,  “  King  Arthur’s  sword,  Excalibur, 
Wrought  by  the  lonely  maiden  of  the  Lake. 

Nine  years  she  wrought  it,  sitting  in  the  deeps 
Upon  the  hidden  bases  of  the  hills/’ 

So  might  some  old  man  sj  sale  iu  the  aftertime 
To  all  the  people,  winning  reverence. 

But  now  much  honor  and  much  fame  were  lost.” 

So  spake  he,  clouded  with  his  own  conceit, 

And  hid  Excalibur  the  second  time, 

And  so  strode  back  slow  to  the  wounded  King. 

Then  spoke  King  Arthur,  breathing  heavily  * 

“  What  is  it  thou  hast  seen  ?  or  what  hast  hea’-d  V’ 
And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere  : 

“  I  heard  the  water  lapping  on  the  crag, 

And  the  long  ripple  washing  in  the  reeds.” 

To  whom  replied  King  Arthur,  much  in  wrath : 
“  Ah,  miserable  and  unkind,  untrue, 

Unknightly,  traitor-hearted  !  Woe  is  me! 
Authority  forgets  a  dying  king, 

Laid  widowed  of  the  power  in  his  eye 

That  bowed  the  will.  I  see  thee  what  thou  art. 

For  thou,  the  latest  left  of  all  my  knights, 

In  whom  should  meet  the  offices  of  all, 

Thou  wouldst  betray  me  for  the  precious  hilt; 
Either  from  lust  of  gold,  or  like  a  girl 
Valuing  the  giddy  pleasure  of  the  eyes. 

Yet,  for  a  man  may  fail  in  duty  twice, 

And  the  thi>'d  time  may  prosper,  get  thee  hence : 
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But,  if  thou  spare  to  fling  Excalibur, 

I  will  arise  and  slay  thee  with  my  hands.” 

Then  quickly  rose  Sir  Bedivere,  and  ran, 

And,  leaping  down  the  ridges  lightly,  plunged 
Among  the  bulrush-beds,  and  clutched  the  sword. 

And  strongly  wheeled  and  threw  it.  The  great  brand 
Made  lightnings  in  the  splendor  of  the  moon, 

And  flashing  round  and  round,  and  whirled  in  an  arch 
Shot  like  a  streamer  of  the  northern  morn, 

Seen  where  the  moving  isles  of  winter  shock 
By  night,  with  noises  of  the  northern  sea. 

So  flashed  and  fell  the  brand  Excalibur : 

But  ere  he  dipped  the  surface,  rose  an  arm 
Clothed  in  white  samite,  mystic,  wonderful, 

And  caught  him  by  the  hilt,  and  brandished  him 
Three  times,  and  drew  him  under  in  the  meer. 

And  lightly  went  the  other  to  the  King. 

Then  spoke  King  Arthur,  drawing  thicker  breath  ?” 
“  Now  see  I  by  thine  eyes  that  this  is  done. 

Speak  out :  what  is  it  thou  hast  heard,  or  seen 
And  answer  made  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere : 

“  Sir  King,  I  closed  mine  eyelids,  lest  the  gems 
Should  blind  my  purpose,  for  I  never  saw, 

Nor  shall  see,  here  or  elsewhere,  till  I  die, 

Not  though  I  live  three  lives  of  mortal  men, 

So  great  a  miracle  as  yonder  hilt. 

Then  with  both  hands  I  flung  him,  wheeling  him; 

But  when  I  looked  again,  behold  an  arm, 

Clothed  in  white  samite,  mystic  wonderful, 
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That  caught  him  by  the  hilt,  and  brandished  him 
Three  times,  and  drew  him  under  in  the  meer.” 

And  answer  made  King  Arthur,  breathing  hard  : 

“  My  end  draws  nigh;  ’tis  time  that  I  were  gone. 
Make  broad  thy  shoulders  to  receive  my  weight 
And  bear  me  to  the  margin ;  yet  I  fear 
My  wound  hath  taken  cold,  and  I  shall  die.” 

So  saying,  from  the  pavement  he  half  rose, 

Slowly,  with  pain,  reclining  on  his  arm, 

And  looking  wistfully  with  wide  blue  eyes 
As  in  a  picture.  Him  Sir  Bedivere 
Remorsefully  regarded  through  his  tears, 

And  would  have  spoken,  but  he  found  not  words, 
Then  took  with  care,  and  kneeling  on  one  knee, 

O’er  both  his  shoulders  drew  the  languid  hands, 

And  rising  bore  him  through  the  place  of  tombs. 

But,  as  he  walked,  King  Arthur  panted  hard, 

Like  one  that  feels  a  nightmare  on  his  bed 
When  all  the  house  is  mute.  So  sighed  the  King, 
Muttering  and  murmuring  at  his  ear,  “  Quick,  quick  j 
I  fear  it  is  too  late,  and  I  shall  die.” 

But  the  other  swiftly  strode  from  ridge  to  ridge, 
Clothed  with  his  breath,  and  looking,  as  he  walked, 
Larger  than  human  on  the  frozen  hills. 

He  heard  the  deep  behind  him,  and  a  cry 
Before.  His  own  thought  drove  him  like  a  goad, 

Dry  clashed  his  harness  in  the  icy  caves 
And  barren  chasms,  and  all  to  left  and  right 
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The  bare  black  cliff  clancred  round  him,  as  he  based 
His  feet  on  juts  of  slippery  crag  that  rang 
Sharp-smitten  with  the  dint  of  armed  heels — 

And  on  a  sudden,  lo  !  the  level  lake, 

And  the  long  glories  of  the  winter  moon. 

Then  saw  they  how  there  hove  a  dusky  barge, 

Dark  as  a  funeral  scarf  from  stem  to  stern, 

Beneath  them ;  and  descending  they  were  ware 
That  all  the  decks  were  dense  with  stately  forms 
Black-stoled,  black-hooded,  like  a  dream — by  these 
Three  Queens  with  crowns  of  gold — and  from  them  rose 
A  cry  that  shivered  to  the  tingling  stars, 

And,  as  it  were  one  voice,  an  agony 
Of  lameutation,  like  a  wind,  that  shrills 
All  night  in  a  waste  land,  where  no  one  comes, 

Or  hath  come,  since  the  making  of  the  world. 

Then  murmured  Arthur,  “  Place  me  in  the  barge, 

And  to  the  barge  they  came.  There  those  three  Queens 
P*t  forth  their  hands,  and  took  the  King,  and  wept 
But  she  that  rose  the  tallest  of  them  all 
And  fairest,  laid  his  head  upon  her  lap, 

And  loosed  the  shattered  casque,  and  chafed  his  hands, 
And  called  him  by  his  name,  complaining  loud, 

And  dropping  bitter  tears  against  his  brow 
Striped  with  dark  blood  :  for  all  bis  face  was  white 
And  colorless,  and  like  fbe  withered  moon 
Smote  by  the  fresh  beam  of  the  springing  east; 

And  all  his  greaves  and  musses  dashed  with  drops 
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Of  onset:  and  the  light  and  lustrous  curls — 

That  made  his  forehead  like  a  rising  sun 

High  from  the  dais-throne — were  parched  with  dust ; 

Or,  clotted  into  points  and  hanging  loose, 

Mixed  with  the  knightly  growth  that  fringed  his  lips 
So  like  a  shattered  column  lay  the  King ; 

Not  like  that  Arthur  who,  with  lance  in  rest, 

From  spur  to  plume  a  star  of  tournament, 

Shot  through  the  lists  at  Camelot,  and  charged 
Before  the  eyes  of  ladies  and  of  kings. 

Then  loudly  cried  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere, 

“  Ah!  my  Lord  Arthur,  whither  shall  I  go? 

Where  shall  I  hide  my  forehead  and  my  eyes  ? 

For  now  I  see  the  true  old  times  are  dead, 

When  every  morning  brought  a  noble  chance, 

And  every  chance  brought  out  a  noble  knight.. 

Such  times  have  been  not  since  the  light  that  led 
The  holy  Elders  with  the  gift  of  myrrh. 

But  now  the  whole  Round  Table  is  dissolved 
Which  was  an  image  of  the  mighty  world; 

And  I,  the  last,  go  forth  companionless, 

And  the  days  darken  round  me,  and  the  years, 
Among  new  men,  strange  faces,  other  minds.” 

And  slowly  answered  Arthur  from  the  barge : 

“  The  old  order  changeth,  yielding  place  to  new, 

And  God  fulfils  himself  in  many  ways, 

Lest  one  good  custom  should  corwipt  the  world. 
Comfort  thyself:  what  comfort  is  in  me? 
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I  have  lived  m^  life,  and  that  which  I  have  done 
May  He  within  himself  make  pure !  but  thou, 

If  thou  shouldst  never  see  my  face  again, 

Pray  for  my  soul.  More  things  are  wrought  by  prayer 
Than  this  world  dreams  of.  Wherefore,  let  thy  voice 
Rise  like  a  fountain  for  me  night  and  day. 

For  what  are  men  better  than  sheep  or  goats 
That  nourish  a  blind  life  within  the  brain, 

If,  knowing  Grod,  they  lift  not  hands  of  prayer 
Both  for  themselves  and  those  who  call  them  friend  ? 
For  so  the  whole  round  earth  is  every  way 
Bound  by  gold  chains  about  the  feet  of  Glod. 

But  now  farewell.  I  am  going  a  long  way 
With  these  thou  seest— if  indeed  I  go 
(For  all  my  mind  is  clouded  with  a  doubt) 

To  the  island-valley  of  Avilion  ; 

Where  falls  not  hail,  or  rain,  or  any  snow, 

Nor  ever  wind  blows  loudly;  but  it  lies 
Deep-meadowed,  happy,  fair  with  orchard-lawns 
And  bowery  hollows  crowned  with  summer  sea, 

Where  I  will  heal  me  of  my  grievous  wound.” 

So  said  he,  and  the  barge  with  oar  and  sai. 

Moved  from  the  brink,  like  some  full-breasted  swan, 
That,  fluting  a  wild  carol,  ere  her  death, 

Ruffles  her  pure  cold  plume,  and  takes  the  flood 
With  swarthy  webs.  Long  stood  Sir  Bedivere 
Revolving  many  memories,  till  the  hull 
Looked  one  black  dot  against  the  verge  of  dawn, 

And  on  he  meer  the  wailing  died  away. 
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THE  SEA-FAIRIES. 

Slow  sailed  the  weary  mariners,  and  saw. 

Betwixt  the  green  brink  and  the  running  foam, 

Sweet  faces,  rounded  arms,  and  bosoms  pressed 
To  little  harps  of  gold ;  and,  while  they  mused, 

Whispering  to  each  other  half  in  fear, 

Shrill  music  reached  them  on  the  middle  sea. 

Whither  away,  whither  away,  whither  away  ?  fly  no  more. 
Whither  away  from  the  high  green  field,  and  the  happy  blossom¬ 
ing  shore  ? 

Day  and  night  to  the  billow  the  fountain  calls ; 

Down  shower  the  gambolling  waterfalls 
From  wandering  over  the  lea  : 

Out  of  the  live-green  heart  of  the  dells 
They  freshen  the  silvery-crimson  shells, 

And  thick  with  white  bells  the  clover-hill  swells 
High  over  the  full-toned  sea  : 

O  hither,  come  hither,  and  furl  your  sails, 

Come  hither  to  me  and  to  me  ! 

Hither,  come  hither,  and  frolic  and  play; 

Heie  it  is  only  the  mew  that  wails; 

We  will  sing  to  you  all  the  day  : 

Mariner,  mariner,  furl  your  sails, 

For  here  are  the  blissful  downs  and  dales, 

And  merrily,  merrily  carol  the  gales, 

And  tha  spangle  dances  in  bight  and  bay, 
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And  the  rainbow  forms  aud  flies  on  the  land 
Over  the  islands  free ; 

And  the  rainbow  lives  in  the  curve  of  the  sand; 

Hither,  come  hither  aud  see  ; 

Aud  the  rainbow  hangs  on  the  poising  wave, 

And  sweet  is  the  color  of  cove  and  cave, 

And  sweet  shall  your  welcome  be; 

0  hither,  come  hither,  and  be  our  lords, 

For  merry  brides  are  we  ! 

AVe  will  kiss  sweet  kisses,  and  speak  sweet  words : 

0  listen,  listen,  your  eyes  shall  glisten 
With  pleasure  and  love  and  jubilee  ! 

O  listen,  listen,  your  eyes  shall  glisten 

When  the  sharp,  clear  twang  of  the  golden  chords 

Runs  up  the  ridg&d  sea  ! 

Who  can  light  on  as  happy  a  shore 
All  the  world  o’er,  all  the  world  o’er  ? 

Whither  away  ?  listen  and  stay  :  mariner,  mariner,  fly  no  more 
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I  wailed  for  the  train  at  Coventry  ; 

I  hung  with  grooms  and  porters  on  the  bridge, 

To  watch  the  three  tall  spires  ;  and  there  I  shaped 
The  city's  ancient  legend  into  this: — 

Not  only  we,  the  latest  seed  of  Time, 

New  men,  that  in  the  flying  of  a  wheel 
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Cry  down  the  past,  not  only  we,  that  prate 
Of  rights  and  wrongs,  have  loved  the  people  well, 

And  loathed  to  see  them  overtaxed  ;  but  she 
Did  more,  and  underwent,  and  overcame, 

The  woman  of  a  thousand  summers  back, 

Godiva,  wife  of  that  grim  Earl,  who  ruled 

In  Coventry :  for  when  he  laid  a  tax 

Upon  his  town,  and  all  the  mothers  brought 

Their  children,  clamoring,  “  If  we  pay,  we  starve  l” 

She  sought  her  lord,  and  found  him,  where  he  strode 

About  the  hall,  among  his  dogs,  alone, 

His  beard  a  foot  before  him,  and  his  hair 
A  yard  behind.  She  told  him  of  their  tears, 

And  prayed  him,  “  If  they  pay  this  tax,  they  starve.” 
Whereat  he  stared,  replying  half-amazed, 

“  You  would  not  let  your  little  finger  ache 

For  such  as  these?” — “But  I  would  die,”  said  she. 

Fie  laughed,  and  swore  by  Peter  and  by  Paul : 

Then  filliped  at  the  diamond  in  her  ear; 

“  0  ay,  ay,  ay,  you  talk  !”— Alas  I”  she  said, 

“  But  prove  me  what  it  is  I  would  not  do.” 

And  from  a  heart  as  rough  as  Esau’s  hand, 

He  answered,  “  Ride  you  naked  through  the  town, 
And  I  repeal  it;”  and  nodding,  as  in  scorn, 

He  parted,  with  great  strides  among  his  dogs. 

So  left  alone,  the  passions  of  her  mind, 

As  winds  from  all  the  compass  shift  and  blow, 

Made  war  upon  each  other  for  an  hour, 
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Till  pity  won.  She  sent  a  herald  forth, 

And  bade  him  cry,  with  sound  of  trumpet,  all 
The  hard  condition  ;  hut  that  she  would  loose 
The  people  :  therefore,  as  they  loved  her  well. 
From  then  till  noon  no  foot  should  pace  the  street, 
No  eye  look  down,  she  passing;  hut  that  all 
Should  keep  within,  door  shut,  and  window  barred. 

Then  fled  she  to  her  inmost  bower,  and  there 
Unclasped  the  wedded  eagles  of  her  belt, 

The  grim  Earl’s  gift ;  but  ever  at  a  breath 
She  lingered,  looking  like  a  summer  moon 
Half-dipped  in  cloud  :  anon  she  shook  her  head, 
And  showered  the  rippled  ringlets  to  her  knee, 
Unclad  herself  in  haste;  aaown  the  stair 
Stole  on ;  and,  like  a  creeping  sunbeam,  slid 
From  pillar  unto  pillar,  until  she  reached 
The  gateway;  there  she  found  her  palfrey  trapped 
In  purple  blazoned  with  armorial  gold. 

Then  she  rode  forth,  clothed  on  with  chastity : 
The  deep  air  listened  round  her  as  she  rode, 

And  all  the  low  wind  hardly  breathed  for  fear. 

The  little  wide-mouthed  heads  upon  the  spout 
Had  cunning  eyes  to  see  :  the  barking  cur 
Made  her  cheek  flame  :  her  palfrey’s  footfall  shot 
Light  horrors  through  her  pulses  :  the  blind  walls 
Were  full  of  chinks  and  holes;  and  overheard 
Fantastic  gables,  crowding,  stared  :  hut  she 
Not  less  through  all  bore  up,  till,  last,  she  saw 
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The  white-flowered  elder  thicket  from  the  field 
Gleam  through  the  Gothic  archways  in  the  wall. 

Then  she  rode  back,  clothed  on  with  chastity. 

And  one  low  churl,  compact  of  thankless  earth, 

The  fatal  byword  of  all  years  to  come, 

Boring  a  little  auger-hole  in  fear, 

Peeped — but  his  eyes,  before  they  had  their  will, 

Were  shrivelled  into  darkness  in  his  head, 

And  dropped  before  him.  So  the  Powers,  who  wait 
On  noble  deeds,  cancelled  a  sense  misused  ; 

And  she,  that  knew  not,  passed  :  and  all  at  once, 

With  twelve  great  shocks  of  sound,  the  shameless  noon 
Was  clashed  and  hammered  from  a  hundred  towers, 
One  after  one  :  but  even  then  she  gained 
Her  bower;  whence  reissuing,  robed  and  crowned, 

To  meet  her  lord,  she  fook  the  tax  away, 

And  built  herself  an  everlasting  name. 


SIR  GALAHAD. 

My  good  blade  carves  the  casques  of  men, 
My  tough  lance  thrusteth  sure, 

My  strength  is  as  the  strength  of  ten, 
Because  mj  heart  is  pure. 

The  shattering  trumpet  shrilleth  high, 

The  hard  brands  shiver  on  the  steel, 

The  splintered  spear-shafts  crack  and  fly, 
The  horse  and  rider  reel  : 
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They  reel,  they  roll  in  clanging  lists, 

And  when  the  tide  of  combat  stands, 
Perfume  and  flowers  fall  in  showers, 

That  lightly  rain  from  ladie’s  hands. 

How  sweet  are  looks  that  ladies  bend 
On  whom  their  favors  fall ! 

For  them  I  battle  till  the  end, 

T )  save  from  shame  and  thrall : 

But  all  my  heart  is  drawn  above, 

My  knees  are  bowed  in  crypt  and  shrine : 
I  never  *felt  the  kiss  of  love, 

Nor  maiden’s  hand  in  mine. 

* 

More  bounteous  aspects  on  me  beam, 

Me  mightier  transports  move  and  thrill; 
So  keep  I  fair  through  faith  and  prayer 
A  virgin  heart  in  work  and  will. 

When  down  the  the  stormy  crescent  goes, 

A  light  before  me  swims, 

Between  dark  stems  the  forest  glows, 

I  hear  a  noise  of  hymns  : 

Then  by  some  secret  shrine  I  ride  ; 

I  hear  a  voice,  but  none  are  there  ; 

The  stalls  are  void,  the  doors  are  wide, 

The  tapers  burning  fair. 

Fair  gleams  the  snowy  altar-cloth, 

The  silver  vessels  sparkle  clean, 

The  shrill  bell  rings,  the  censer  swings, 
And  solemn  chants  resound  between. 


92 


POEMS  OP  IMAGINATION  AND  FANCY. 


Sometimes  on  lonely  mountain- meres 
I  find  a  magic  bark  ; 

I  leap  on  board  :  no  helmsman  steers  : 

I  float  till  all  is  dark. 

A  gentle  sound,  an  awful  light ! 

Three  angels  bear  the  holy  Grail : 

With  folded  feet,  in  stoles  of  white, 

On  sleeping  wings  they  sail. 

Ah,  blessed  vision  !  blood  of  God  ! 

My  spirit  beats  her  mortal  bars, 

As  down  dark  tides  the  glory  slides, 

And  star-light  mingles  with  the  stars. 

When  on  my  goodly  charger  borne 
Through  dreaming  towns  I  go, 

The  cock  crows  ere  the  Christmas  morn, 

The  streets  are  dumb  with  snow. 

The  tempest  crackles  on  the  leads, 

And,  ringing,  spins  from  brand  and  mail; 
»  But  o’er  the  dark  a  glory  spreads, 

And  gilds  the  driving  hail. 

I  leave  the  plain,  T  climb  the  height ; 

No  branchy  thicket  shelter  yields ; 

But  blessed  forms  in  whistling  storms 
Fly  o’er  waste  fens  and  windy  fields. 

A  maiden  knight — to  me  is  given 
Such  hope,  I  know  not  fear ; 

I  yearn  to  breathe  the  airs  of  heaven 
That  often  meet  me  here. 
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*  I  muse  on  joy  that  will  not  cease, 

Pure  spaces  clothed  in  living  beams, 
Pure  lilies  of  eternal  peace, 

Whose  odors  haunt  my  dreams ; 

And,  stricken  by  an  angel's  hand, 

This  mortal  armor  that  I  wear, 

This  weight  and  size,  this  heart  and  eyes, 
Are  touched,  are  turned  to  finest  air. 

The  clouds  are  broken  in  the  sky, 

And  through  the  mountain-walls 
A  rolling  organ-harmony 

Swells  up,  and  shakes  and  falls. 

Then  move  the  trees,  the  copses  nod, 
Wings  flutter,  voices  hover  clear: 

“  0  just  and  faithful  knight  of  God  ! 

Ride  on  !  the  prize  is  near.” 

So  pass  I  hostel,  hall,  and  grange  ; 

By  bridge  and  ford,  by  park  and  pale, 
All-armed  I  ride,  whatever  betide, 

Until  I  find  the  holy  Grail. 


THE  LORD  OF  BURLEIGH. 

In  her  ear  he  whispers  gayly, 

“  If  my  heart  by  signs  can  tell, 
Maiden,  I  have  watched  thee  daily, 
And  I  think  thou  lov’st  me  well.” 
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She  replies,  in  accents  fainter, 

“  There  is  none  I  love  like  thee.” 

He  is  but  a  landscape-painter, 

And  a  village  maiden  she. 

He  to  lips,  that  fondly  falter, 

Presses  his  without  reproof; 

Leads  her  to  the  village  altar, 

And  they  leave  her  father’s  roof. 

“  I  can  make  no  marriage  present ; 
Little  can  I  give  my  wife. 

Love  will  make  our  cottage  pleasant, 
And  I  love  thee  more  than  life.” 

They  by  parks  and  lodges  going 
See  the  lordly  castles  stand : 

Summer  woods,  about  them  blowing, 
Made  a  murmur  in  the  land. 

From  deep  thought  himself  he  rouses, 
Says  to  her  that  loves  him  well, 

“  Let  us  see  these  handsome  houses 
Where  the  wealthy  nobles  dwell.” 

So  she  goes  by  him  attended, 

Hears  him  lovingly  converse, 

Sees  whatever  fair  and  splendid 
Lay  betwixt  his  home  and  hers  ; 

Parks  with  oak  and  chestnut  shady, 
Parks  and  ordered  gardens  great, 

Ancient  homes  of  lord  and  lady, 

Built  for  pleasure  and  for  state. 
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All  lie  shows  her  makes  him  dearer : 

Evermore  she  seems  to  gaze 
On  tlfat  cottage  growing  nearer, 

Where  they  twain  will  spend  their  days, 
0  hut  she  will  love  him  truly  ! 

He  shall  have  a  cheerful  home; 

She  will  order  all  things  duly, 

When  beneath  his  roof  they  come. 

Thus  her  heart  rejoices  greatly, 

Till  a  gateway  she  discerns 
"With  armorial  bearings  stately, 

And  beneath  the  gate  she  turns ; 

Sees  a  mansion  more  majestic 
Than  all  those  she  saw  before ; 

Many  a  gallant  gay  domestic 
Bows  before  him  at  the  door. 

And  they  speak  in  gentle  murmur, 

When  they  answer  to  his  call, 

Wrhile  he  treads  with  footstep  firmer, 
Leading  on  from  hall  to  hall. 

And,  while  now  she  wonders  blindly, 

Nor  the  meaning  can  divine, 

Proudly  turns  he  round  and  kindly, 

“  All  of  this  is  mine  and  thine.” 

Here  he  lives  in  state  and  bounty, 

Lord  of  Burleigh,  fair  and  frqe, 

Hot  a  lord  in  all  the  county 
Is  so  gre»t  a  lord  as  he. 
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All  at  once  the  color  flushes 

Her  sweet  face  from  brow  to  chin  : 

As  it  were  with  shame  she  blushes, 

And  her  spirit  changed  within. 

Then  her  countenance  all  over 
Pale  again  as  death  did  prove : 

But  he  clasped  her  like  a  lover, 

And  he  cheered  her  soul  with  love. 

So  she  strove  against  her  weakness, 
Though  at  times  her  spirit  sank  : 

Shaped  her  heart  with  woman’s  meekness 
To  all  duties  of  her  rank  : 

And  a  gentle  consort  made  he, 

And  her  gentle  mind  was  such 

That  she  grew  a  noble  lady, 

And  the  people  loved  her  much. 

But  a  trouble  weighed  upon  her, 

And  perplexed  her,  night  and  morn, 

With  the  burthen  of  an  honor 
Unto  which  she  was  not  born. 

Faint  she  gi'ew,  and  ever  fainter, 

As  she  murmured,  “  0,  that  he 

Were  once  more  that  landscape-painter 
Which  did  win  my  heart  from  me  !” 

So  she  drooped  and  drooped  before  him, 
Fading  slowly  from  his  side  : 

Three  fair  children  first  she  bore  him, 
Then  before  her  time  she  died. 
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Weeping,  weeping  late  and  early, 
Walking  up  and  pacing  down, 
Deeply  mourned  the  Lord  of  Burleigh. 

Burleigh-house  by  Stamford  town. 
And  he  came  to  look  upon  her, 

And  he  looked  at  her  and  said, 

“  Bring  the  dress,  and  put  it  on  her 
That  she  wore  when  she  was  wed.” 
Then  her  people,  softly  treading, 

Bore  to  earth  her  body,  dressed 
In  the  dress  that  she  was  wed  in, 

That  her  spirit  might  have  rest. 


“  AS  THROUGH  THE  LAND.” 

As  through  the  land  at  eve  we  went. 
And  plucked  the  ripened  ears, 

We  fell  out,  my  wife  and  I, 

O,  we  fell  out,  I  know  not  why, 

And  kissed  again  with  tears. 

For  when  we  came  where  lies  the  child 
We  lost  in  other  years, 

There  above  the  little  grave, 

0,  there  above  the  little  grave, 

We  kissed  again  with  tears. 
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SWEET  AND  LOW. 

Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low, 

Wind  of  the  western  sea, 

Low,  low,  breathe  and  blow, 

Wind  of  the  western  sea! 

Over  the  rolling  waters  go, 

Come  from  the  dying  moon,  and  blow, 

Blow  him  again  to  me ; 

While  my  little  one,  while  my  pretty  one,  sleeps 

Sleep  and  rest,  sleep  and  rest, 

Father  will  come  to  thee  soon ; 

Best,  rest,  on  mother’s  breast, 

Father  will  come  to  thee  soon  ; 

Father  will  come  to  his  babe  in  the  nest, 

Silver  sails  all  out  of  the  west, 

Under  the  silver  moon  ; 

Sleep,  my  little  one,  sleep,  my  pretty  one,  sleep. 


HOME  THEY  BROUGHT  HER  WARRIOR  DEAD. 

Home  they  brought  her  warrior  dead  : 

She  nor  swooned,  nor  uttered  cry: 

All  her  maidens,  watching,  said, 

“  She  must  weep  or  she  will  die.’'’ 
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Then  they  praised  him,  soft  and  low, 
Called  him  worthy  to  he  loved, 

Truest  friend  and  noblest  foe ; 

0 

Yet  she  neither  spoke  nor  moved. 

Stole  a  maiden  from  her  place, 

Lightly  to  the  warrior  stepped, 

•  Took  the  face-cloth  from  the  face  : 

Yet  she  neither  moved  nor  wept. 

Rose  a  nurse  of  ninety  years, 

Set  his  child  upon  her  knee — 

Like  summer  tempest  came  her  tears — 
“  Sweet  my  child,  I  live  for  thee.” 


THE  BUGLE  SONG. 

The  splendor  falls  on  castle  walls 
And  snowy  summits  old  in  story; 

The  long  light  shakes  across  the  lakes, 

And  the  wild  cataract  leaps  in  glory. 

Blow,  bugle,  blow,  set  the  wild  echoes  flying. 
Blow,  bugle;  answer,  echoes,  dying,  dying,  dying, 

0  bark,  0  hear !  how  thin  and  clear, 

And  thinner,  clearer,  farther  going ; 

O  sweet  and  far,  from  cliff  and  scar, 

The  horns  of  Elfland  faintly  blowing! 
Blow,  let  us  bear  the  purple  glens  replying  : 

Blow,  bugle;  answer,  echoes,  dying,  dying,  dying. 
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0  love,  they  die  in  yon  rich  sky, 

They  faint  on  hill  or  field  or  river : 

Our  echoes  roll  from  soul  to  soul, 

And  grow  for  ever  and  for  ever. 

Blow,  bugle,  blow,  set  the  wild  echoes  flying, 

And  answer,  echoes,  answer,  dying,  dying,  dying 


“  ASK  ME  NO  MORE.” 

Ask  me  no  more  :  the  moon  may  draw  the  sea; 

The  cloud  may  stoop  from  heaven  and  take  the  shape 
With  fold  to  fold,  of  mountain  or  of  cape; 

But,  0  too  fond,  when  have  I  answered  thee? 

Ask  me  no  more. 

Ask  me  no  more  :  what  answer  should  I  give  ? 

I  love  not  hollow  cheek  or  faded  eye  : 

Yet,  0  my  friend,  I  will  not  have  thee  die  ! 

Ask  me  no  more,  lest  I  should  bid  thee  live  ! 

Ask  me  no  more. 

Ask  me  no  more  :  thy  fate  and  mine  are  sealed  : 

I  strove  against  the  stream  and  all  in  vain  : 

Let  the  great  river  take  me  to  the  main  : 

No  more,  dear  love,  for  at  a  touch  I  yield ; 

Ask  me  no  more. 
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WHAT  DOES  LITTLE  BIRDIE  SAY. 

What  does  little  birdie  say 
In  lier  nest  at  peep  of  day  ? 

Let  me  fly,  says  little  birdie, 

Mother,  let  me  fly  away. 

Birdie,  rest  a  little  longer, 

Till  the  little  wings  are  stronger. 

So  she  rests  a  little  longer 
Then  she  flies  away. 

What  does  little  baby  say, 

In  her  bed  atjpeep  of  day? 

Baby  says,  like  little  birdie, 

Let  me  rise  and  fly  away. 

Baby,  sleep  a  little  longer, 

Till  the  little  limbs  are  stronger, 

If  she  sleeps  a  little  longer 
Baby  too  shall  fly  away. 


TO  THE  QUEEN. 

FROM  “  THE  IDYLLS  OF  THE  KING.” 

These  to  his  memory — since  he  led  them  dear, 
Perchance  as  finding  there  unconsciously 
Some  image  of  himself — I  dedicate, 

I  dedicate,  I  consecrate  with  tears — 

These  Idylls. 
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And  indeed  lie  seems  to  me 
Scarce  other  than  my  own  ideal  knight, 

“  Who  reverenced  his  conscience  as  his  king 
Whose  glory  was,  redressing  human  wrong; 

Who  spake  no  slander,  no,  nor  listened  to  it; 

Who  loved  one  only  and  who  clave  to  her” — ■ 

/ 

Her — over  all  whose  realms  to  their  last  isle, 
Commingled  with  the  gloom  of  imminent  war 
The  shadow  of  his  loss  moved  like  eclipse, 

Darkening  the  world.  We  have  lost  him  :  he  is  gone 
WTe  know  him  now  :  all  narrow  jealousies 
Are  silent;  and  we  see  him  as  he  moved, 

How  modest,  kindly,  all  accomplished,  wise, 

With  what  sublime  repression  of  himself, 

And  in  what  limits,  and  how  tenderly ; 

Not  swaying  to  this  faction  or  to  that ; 

Not  making  his  high  place  the  lawless  perch 
Of  winged  ambitions,  nor  a  vantage  ground 
For  pleasure;  but  through  all  this  tract  of  years 
Wearing  the  white  flower  of  a  blameless  life, 

Before  a  thousand  peering  littlenesses, 

In  that  fierce  light  which  beats  upon  a  throne, 

And  blackens  every  blot :  for  where  is  he, 

Who  dare*  foreshadow  for  an  only  son 
A  lovelier  life,  a  more  unstained,  than  his? 

Or  how  should  England  dreaming  of  his  sons 
Hope  more  for  these  than  some  inheritance 
Of  such  a  life,  a  heart  a  mind  as  thine, 
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Thou  Doble  Father  of  her  Kings  to  be, 
Laborious  for  her  people  and  her  poor — 

Voice  iiT  the  rich  dawn  of  an  ampler  day — - 
Far-sighted  summoner  of  war  and  waste 
To  fruitful  strifes  and  rivalries  of  peace— 

Sweet  nature  gilded  by  the  gracious  gleam 
Of  letters,  dear  to  Science,  dear  to  Art, 

Dear  to  thy  land  and  ours,  a  Prince  indeed, 
Beyond  all  titles,  and  a  household  name, 
Hereafter,  through  all  times,  Albert  the  Good. 

Break  not,  0  woman’s  heart,  but  still  endure; 
Break  not,  for  thou  art  Royal,  but  endure, 
Remembering  all  the  beauty  of  that  star 
Which  shone  so  close  beside  thee,  that  ye  made 
One  light  together,  but  has  past  and  left 
The  Crown  a  lonely  splendor. 

May  all  love, 

His  love,  unseen  but  felt,  o’ershadow  thee, 

The  love  of  all  thy  sons  encompass  thee, 

The  love  of  all  thy  daughters  cherish  thee, 

The  love  of  all  thy  people  comfort  thee, 

Till  G  od’s  love  set  thee  at  his  side  again  ! 
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LOCKSLEY  HALL. 

Comrades,  leave  me  here  a  little,  while  as  jet  ’tis  early  morn  : 
Leave  me  here,  and  when  you  want  me,  sound  upon  the  bugle- 
horn. 

'Tis  the  place,  and  all  around  it,  as  of  old,  the  curlews  call. 

* 

Dreary  gleams  about  the  moorland  flying  over  Locksley  Hall ; 

Locksley  Hall,  that  in  the  distance  overlooks  the  sandy  tracts, 
And  the  hollow  ocean-ridges  roaring  into  cataracts. 

Many  a  night  from  yonder  ivied  casement,  ere  I  went  to  rest, 
Did  I  look  on  great  Orion  sloping  slowly  to  the  West. 

Many  a  night  I  saw  the  Pleiads,  rising  through  the  mellow  shade, 
Gflitter  like  a  swarm  of  fire-flies  tangled  in  a  silver  braid. 

Here  about  the  beach  I  wandered,  nourishing  a  youth  sublime 
With  the  fairy  tales  of  science,  and  the  long  result  of  Time; 

When  the  centuries  behind  me  like  a  fruitful  land  reposed ; 
When  I  clung  to  all  the  present  for  the  promise  that  it  closed : 

When  I  dipped  into  the  future  far  as  human  eye  could  see ; 

Saw  the  Vision  of  the  world,  and  all  the  wonder  that  would  be. — 

In  the  Spring  a  fuller  crimson  comes  upon  the  Kobin’s  breast; 
In  the  Spring  the  wanton  lapwing  gets  himself  another  crest; 
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In  the  Spring  a  livelier  iris  changes  on  the  burnished  dove ; 

In  the  Spring  a  young  man’s  fancy  lightly  turns  to  thoughts  of 
love. 

Then  her  cheek  was  pale  and  thinner  than  should  he  for  one  so 
young, 

And  her  eyes  on  all  my  motions  with  a  mute  observance  hung. 

And  I  said,  “My  cousin  Amy,  speak,  and  speak  the  truth  to  me, 

Trust  me,  cousin,  all  the  current  of  my- being  sets  to  thee.” 

On  her  pallid  cheek  and  forehead  came  a  color  and  a  light, 

As  I  have  seen  the  rosy  red  flushing  in  the  northern  night. 

And  she  turned — her  bosom  shaken  with  a  sudden  storm  of 
sighs — 

All  the  spirit  deeply  dawning  in  the  dark  of  hazel  eyes — 

Saying,  “I have  hid  my  feelings,  fearing  they  should  do  me 
wrong  •” 

Saying,  “  Dost  thou  love  me,  cousin  V’  weeping,  “  I  have  loved 
thee  long.” 

Love  took  up  the  glass  of  Time,  and  turned  it  in  his  glowing 
hands ; 

Every  moment,  lightly  shaken,  ran  itself  in  golden  sands. 

Love  took  up  the  harp  of  Life,  and  smote  on  all  the  chords  with 
might ) 

Smote  the  chord  of  Self,  that,  trembling,  passed  in  music  out  of 
sight. 
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Many  a  morning  on  tlie  moorland  did  we  Lear  the  copses  ring, 
And  her  whisper  thronged  my  pulses  with  the  fulness  of  the 
Spring. 

Many  an  evening  by  the  waters  did  we  watch  the  stately  ships, 
And  our  spirits  rushed  together  at  the  touching  of  the  lips. 

O  my  cousin,  shallow-hearted  !  0  my  Amy,  mine  no  more  ! 

0  the  dreary,  dreary  moorland  !  0  the  barren,  barren  shore  ! 

Falser  than  all  fancy  fathoms,  falser  than  all  songs  have  sung, 
Puppet  to  a  father’s  threat,  and  servile  to  a  shrewish  tongue  ! 

Is  it  well  to  wish  thee  happy  ? — having  known  me — to  decline 
On  a  range  of  lower  feelings  and  a  narrower  heart' than  mine! 

Yet  it  shall  be  :  thou  shalt  lower  to  his  level  day  by  day, 

What  is  fine  within  thee  growing  coarse  to  sympathize  with  clay. 

As  the  husband  is,  the  wife  is;  thou  art  mated  with  a  clown, 
And  the  grossness  of  his  nature  will  have  weight  to  drag  thee 
down. 

He  will  hold  thee,  when  his  passion  shall  have  spent  its  novel 
force, 

Something  better  than  his  dog,  a  little  dearer  than  his  horse. 

What  is  this  ?  his  eyes  are  heavy :  think  not  they  are  glazed  with 
wine. 

Go  to  him :  it  is  thy  duty :  kiss  him  :  take  his  hand  in  thine. 
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It  may  be  my  lord  is  weary,  that  his  brain  is  over  wrought : 

Soothe  him  with  thy  finer  fancies,  touch  him  with  thy  lighter 
thought. 

He  will  answer  to  the  purpose,  easy  things  to  understand — 

Better  thou  wert  dead  before  me,  though  I  slew  thee  with  my 
hand ! 

Better  thou  and  I  were  lying,  hidden  from  the  heart’s  disgrace, 

Rolled  in  one  another’s  arms,  and  silent  in  a  last  embrace. 

Cursed  be  the  social  wants  that  sin  against  the  strength  of  youth  ! 

Cursed  be  the  social  lies  that  warp  us  from  the  living  truth ! 

Cursed  be  the  sickly  forms  that  err  from  honest  Nature’s  rule ! 

Cursed  be  the  gold  that  gilds  the  straitened  forehead  of  the  fool ! 

Well, — ’tis  well  that  I  should  bluster  ! — Hadst  thou  less  unworthy 
proved — 

"Would  to  God — for  I  had  loved  thee  more  than  ever  wife  was 
loved. 

Am  I  mad,  that  I  should  cherish  that  which  bears  but  bitter  fruit  ? 

I  will  pluck  it  from  my  bosom,  though  my  heart  be  at  the  root. 

Never,  though  my  mortal  summers  to  such  length  of  years  should 
come 

As  the  many-wintered  crow  that  leads  the  clanging  rookery-home. 

Where  is  comfort  ?  in  division  of  the  records  of  the  mind  ? 

Can  I  part  her  from  herself  and  love  her,  as  I  knew  her,  kind  ? 
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I  remember  one  that  perished  :  sweetly  did  she  speak  and  move : 
Such  a  one  do  I.  remember,  whom  to  look  at  was  to  love. 

Can  I  think  of  her  as  dead,  and  love  her  for  the  love  she  bore  ? 
No — she  never  loved  me  truly :  love  is  love  for  evermore. 

Comfort  ?  comfort  scorned  of  devils  !  this  is  truth  the  poet  sings, 
That  a  sorrow’s  crown  of  sorrow  is  remembering  happier  things. 

Drug  thy  memories,  lest  thou  learn  it,  lest  thy  heart  be  put  to 
proof, 

In  the  dead,  unhappy  night,  and  when  the  rain  is  on  the  roof. 

Like  a  dog,  he  hunts  in  dreams,  and  thou  art  staring  at  the  wall, 
Where  the  dying  night-lamp  flickers,  and  the  shadows  rise  and 
fall. 

Then  a  hand  would  pass  before  thee,  pointing  to  his  drunken  sleep, 
To  thy  widowed  marriage-pillows,  to  the  tears  that  thou  wilt  weep 

Thou  shalt  hear  the  “  Never,  never,”  whispered  by  the  phantom 
years, 

And  a  song  from  out  the  distance  in  the  ringing  of  thine  ears. 

And  an  eye  shall  vex  thee,  looking  ancient  kindness  on  thy  pain. 
Turn  thee,  turn  thee  on  thy  pillow ;  get  thee  to  thy  rest  again. 

Nay,  but  Nature  brings  thee  solace ;  for  a  tender  voice  will  cry. 
’Tis  a  purer  life  than  tliiue ;  a  lip  to  drain  thy  trouble  dry. 

Baby  lips  will  laugh  me  down  :  my  latest  rival  brings  thee  rest. 
•  Baby  fingers,  waxen  touches,  press  me  from  the  mother’s  breast 
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0,  the  child  too  clothes  the  father  with  a  dearness  not  his  due 
Half  is  thine  and  half  is  his :  it  will  be  worthy  of  the  two. 

0,1  see  thee  old  and  formal,  fitted  to  thy  petty  part, 

With  a  little  hoard  of  maxims  preaching  down  a  daughter’s  heart 

They  were  dangerous  guides  the  feelings — she  herself  was  not 
exempt- — 

Truly,  she  herself  had  suffered” — Perish  in  thy  self-contempt' 

Overlive  it — lower  yet— be  happy  !  wherefore  should  I  care  ? 

I  myself  must  mix  with  action,  lest  I  wither  by  despair. 

What  is  that  which  I  should  turn  to,  lighting  upon  days  like 
these  ? 

Every  door  is  barred  with  gold,  and  opens  but  to  golden  keys. 

Every  gate  is  thronged  with  suitors,  all  the  markets  overflow. 

I  have  but  an  angry  fancy :  what  is  that  which  I  should  do  ? 

I  had  been  content  *o  perish,  falling  on  the  foeman’s  ground, 
When  the  ranks  arc  rolled  in  vapor,  and  the  winds  are  laid  with 
sound. 

But  the  jingling  of  the  guinea  helps  the  hurt  that  Honor  feels, 
And  the  nations  do  but  murmur,  snarling  at  each  other’s  heels. 

Can  I  but  relive  in  sadness  ?  I  will  turn  that  earlier  page. 

Hide  me  from  my  deep  emotion,  oh  thou  wondrous  Mother-Age  1 

Make  mo  feel  the  wild  pulsation  that  I  felt  before  the  strife. 
When  I  heard  my  days  before  me,  and  the  tumult  of  my  life  : 
10 
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Yearning  for  tlie  large  excitement  that  the  coming  years  would 
yield, 

Eager-hearted  as  a  hoy  when  first  he  leaves  his  father’s  field, 

And  at  night  along  the  dusky  highway  near  and  nearer  drawn, 
Sees  in  heaven  the  light  of  London  flaring  like  a  dreary  dawn ; 

And  his  spirit  leaps  within  him  to  be  gone  before  him  then, 
Underneath  the  light  he  looks  at,  in  among  the  throngs  of  men  ; 

Men,  my  brothers,  men  the  workers,  ever  reaping  something  new  : 
That  which  they  have  done  but  earnest  of  the  things  that  they 
shall  do : 

For  I  dipped  into  the  future,  far  as  human  eye  could  see, 

Saw  the  Vision  of  the  world,  and  all  the  wonder  that  would  be ; 

Saw  the  heavens  fill  with  commerce,  argosies’  of  magic  sails, 
Pilots  of  the  purple  twilight,  dropping  down  with  costly  bales  ; 

Heard  the  heavens  fill  with  shouting,  and  there  rained  a  ghastly 
dew 

From  the  nations’  airy  navies  grappling  in  the  central  blue; 

Far  along  the  world-wid  3  whisper  of  the  south- wind  rushing  warm, 
With  the  standards  of  the  peoples  plunging  through  the  thunder¬ 
storm  ; 

1 

Till  the  war-drum  throbbed  no  longer,  and  the  battle-flags  were 
furled 

In  thj  Parliament  of  man,  the  Federation  of  the  world; 
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Tliere  the  common  sense  of  most  shall  hold  a  fretful  realm  in  awe, 
And  the  kindly  earth  shall  slumber,  lapped  in  universal  law. 

So  I  .triumphed,  ere  my  passion  sweeping  through  me  left  me  dry, 
Left  me  with  the  palsied  heart,  and  left  me  with  the  jaundiced 
eye; 

Eye,  to  which  all  order  festers,  all  things  here  are  out  of  joint, 
Science  moves,  but  slowly,  slowly,  creeping  on  from  point  to  point : 

Slowly  comes  a  hungry  people,  as  a  lion,  creeping  nigher, 

Glares  at  one  that  nods  and  winks  behind  a  slowly-dying  fire. 

Yet  I  doubt  not  through  the  ages  one  increasing  pmrpose  runs, 
And  the  thoughts  of  men  are  widened  with  the  process  of  the 
suns. 

"What  is  that  to  him  that  reaps  not  harvest  of  his  youthful  joys, 
Though  the  deep  heart  of  existence  beat  for  ever  like  a  boy’s  ? 

Knowledge  comes,  but  wisdom  lingers,  and  I  linger  on  the  shore, 
An  1  the  individual  withers,  and  the  world  is  more  and  more. 

Knowledge  comes,  but  wisdom  lingers,  and  he  bears  a  laden 
breast, 

Full  of  sad  experience  moving  toward  the  stillness  of  his  rest. 

Hark,  my  merry  comrades  call  me.  sounding  on  the  bugle-horn, 
They  to  whom  my  foolish  passion  were  a  target  for  their  scorn  : 

Shall  it  not  be  scorn  to  me  to  harp  on  such  a  mouldered  string  1 
[  am  shamed  through  all  my  nature  to  have  loved  so  slight  a  thing. 
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Weakness  to  be  wrath  with  weakness  !  woman’s  pleasure,  woman  a 
pain — 

Nature  made  them  blinder  motions  hounded  in  a  shallower  brain  : 

Woman  is  the  lesser  man,  and  all  thy  passions,  matched  with 
mine, 

Are  as  moonlight  unto  sunlight,  and  as  water  unto  wine — 

Here  at  least,  where  nature  sickens,  nothing.  Ah,  for  some  re 
treat 

Deep  in  yonder  shining  Orient,  where  my  life  began  to  beat; 

Where  in  wild  Mahratta-battle  fell  my  father  evil-starred ; 

I  was  left  a  trampled  orphan,  and  a  selfish  uncle’s  ward. 

Or  to  burst  all  links  of  habit — there  to  wander  far  away, 

On  from  island  unto  island  at  the  gateways  of  the  day. 

Larger  constellations  burning,  mellow  moons  and  happy  skies, 

Breadths  of  tropic  shade  and  palms  in  cluster,  knots  of  Paradise, 

Never  comes  the  trader,  never  floats  an  European  flag, 

Slides  the  bird  o’er  lustrous  woodland,  swings  the  trailer  from  the 
crag; 

Droops  the  lieavy-blossomed  bower,  hangs  the  heavy-fruited  tree  • 

Summer  isles  of  Eden  lying  in  dark-purple  spheres  of  sea. 

There  methinks  would  be  enjoyment  more  than  in  this  march  of 
mind, 

In  the  steamship,  in  the  railway,  in  the  thoughts  that  shake  man¬ 
kind. 
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There  the  passions,  cram]  ed  no  longer,  shall  have  scope  and 
breathing-space ; 

I  will  take  some  savage  woman,  she  shall  rear  my  dusky  race 

Iron-jointed,  supple-sinewed,  they  shall  dive,  ancbAhey  shall  run, 
Catch  the  wild  goat  by  the  hair,  and  hurl  their  lances  in  the  sun  ; 

Whistle  back  the  parrot’s  call,  and  leap  the  rainbows  of  the  brooks, 
Not  with  blinded  eyesight  poring  over  miserable  books — 

Fool,  again  the  dream,  the  fancy  !  but  I  know  my  words  are  wild, 
But  I  count  the  gray  barbarian  lower  than  the  Christian  child. 

I,  to  herd  with  narrow  foreheads,  vacant  of  our  glorious  gains, 
Like  a  beast  with  lower  pleasures,  like  a  beast  with  lower  pains  ! 

Mated  with  a  squalid  savage — what  to  me  were  sun  or  clime  ? 

I  the  heir  of  all  the  ages,  in  the  foremost  files  of  time — 

I  that  rather  held  it  better  men  should  perish  one  by  one, 

Than  that  earth  should  stand  at  gaze  like  Joshua’s  moon  in 
Ajalon ! 

Not  in  vain  the  distance  b  eacons.  Forward,  forward  let  us  range. 
Let  the  great  world  spin  for  ever  down  the  ringing  grooves  of 
change 

Through  the  shadow  of  the  globe  we  sweep  into  the  younger  day  : 
Better  fifty  years  of  Europe  tl  an  a  cycle  of  Cathay 
1C* 
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Mother-age,  (for  mins  I  knew  not-,)  help  me  as  when  life  begun  : 
Rift  the  hills,  and  roll  the  waters,  flash  the  lightnings,  weigh  the 
Sun — 

0,  I  see  the  crescent  promise  of  my  spirit  hath  not  set- 
Ancient  founts  of  inspiration  well  through  all  my  fancy  yet. 

Howsoever  these  things  be,  a  long  farewell  to  Locksley  Hall ! 
Now  for  me  the  woods  may  wither,  now  for  me  the  roof-tree  fall. 

Comes  a  vapor  from  the  margin,  blackening  over  heath  and  holt, 
Cramming  all  the  blast  before  it,  in  its  breast  a  thunderbolt. 

Let  it  fall  on  Locksley  Hall,  with  rain  or  hail,  or  fire  or  snow ; 
For  the  mighty  wind  arises,  roaring  seaward,  and  I  go. 
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“Whither,  0  whither,  love,  shall  we  go, 

For  a  score  of  sweet  little  summers  or  so  ?” 

The  sweet  little  wife  of  the  singer  said, 

On  the  day  that  followed  the  day  she  was  wed, 
“  Whither  0  whither,  love,  shall  we  go  V’ 

And  the  singer  shaking  his  curly  head 
Turned  as  he  sat,  and  struck  the  keys 
There  at  his  right  with  a  sudden  crash, 
Singing,  “  and  shall  it  be  over  the  seas 
With  a  crew  that  is  neither  rude  nor  rash, 
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But  a  bevy  of  Erases  apple-cheeked, 

Iu  a  shallop  of  crystal  ivory-heaked, 

With  a  satin  sail  of  a  ruby  glow, 

To  a  sweet  little  Eden  on  earth  that  I  know, 

A  mountain  islet  pointed  and  peaked  ; 

Waves  on  a  diamond  shingle  dash, 

Cataract  brooks  to  the  ocean  run, 

Fairily-delicaie  palaces  shine 
Mixed  with  myrtle  and  clad  with  vine, 

And  overstreamed  and  silvery-streaked 
With  many  a  rivulet  high  against  the  Sun 
The  facets  of  the  glorious  mountain  flash 
Above  the  valleys  of  palm  and  pine.” 

“  Thither,  0  thither,  love,  let  us  go.” 

“  No,  no,  no  ! 

For  in  all  that  exquisite  isle,  my  dear, 

There  is  but  one  bird  with  a  musical  throat, 
And  his  compass  is  but  of  a  single  note, 

That  it  makes  one  weary  to  hear.” 

“  Mock  me  not !  mock  me  not!  love,  let  us  go.” 

“  No,  love,  no. 

For  the  bud  ever  breaks  into  bloom  on  the  tree, 
And  a  storm  never  wakes  on  the  lonely  sea, 

And  a  worm  is  there  in  the  lonely  wood, 

That  pierces  the  liver  and  blackens  the  blood, 
And  makes  it  a  sorrow  to  be.” 
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THE  SLEEPING  BEAUTY. 

Year  after  year  unto  her  feet, 

She  lying  on  her  couch  alone, 

Across  the  purple  coverlet, 

The  maiden’s  jet-black  hair  has  grown, 

On  either  side  her  tranced  form 

Forth  streaming  from  a  braid  of  pearl : 

The  slumbrous  light  is  rich  and  warm, 
And  move3  not  on  the  rounded  curl. 

The  silk  star-broidered  coverlid 
Unto  her  limbs  itself  doth  mould 

Languidly  ever;  and,  amid 

Her  full  black  ringlets  downward  rolled, 

t 

Glows  forth  each  softly-shadowed  arm 
With  bracelets  of  the  diamond  bright: 

Her  constant  beauty  doth  inform 

Stillness  with  love,  and  day  with  light. 

She  sleeps  :  her  breathings  are  not  heard 
In  palace  chambers  far  apart. 

The  fragrant  tresses  are  not  stirred 
That  lie  upon  her  charmed  heart. 

She  sleeps:  on  either  hand  upswells 
The  gold-fringed  pillow  lightly  pressed  : 

She  sleeps,  nor  dreams,  but  ever  dwells 
A  perfect  form  in  perfect  rest 
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THE  RINGLET. 

“  Your  ringlets,  your  ringlets, 

That  look  so  golden-gay, 

If  you  will  give  me  one,  but  one, 

To  kiss  it  niglit  and  day, 

Then  never  cliilling  touch  of  Time 
Will  turn  it  silver-gray; 

And  then  shall  I  know  it  is  all  true  gold 
To  flame  and  sparkle  and  stream  as  of  old, 
Till  all  the  comets  in  heaven  are  cold, 

And  all  her  stars  decay.”  1 

“  Then  take  it,  love,  and  put  it  by; 

This  cannot  change,  nor  yet  can  I.” 

“  My  ringlet,  my  ringlet, 

That  art  so  golden-gay, 

Now  never  chilliug  touch  of  Time 
Can  turn  thee  silver-gray ; 

And  a  lad  may  wink,  and  a  girl  may  hint, 
And  a  fool  may  say  his  say; 

For  my  dcubts  and  fears  were  ajl  amiss, 
And  I  swear  henceforth  by  this  and  this, 
That  a  doubt  will  only  come  for  a  kiss, 
And  a  fear  to  be  kissed  away.” 

“  Then  kiss  it,  love,  and  put  it  by  : 

If  this  can  change,  why  so  can  I.” 

0  Ringlet,  0  Ringlet, 

I  kissrd  you  night  aud  day. 
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And  Ringlet,  0  Ringlet, 

You  still  are  golden-gay, 

But  Ringlet,  0  Ringlet, 

You  should  be  silver-gray  : 

For  what  is  this  which  now  I’m  told. 
I  that  took  you  for  true  gold, 

She  that  gave  you’s  bought  and  sold, 
Sold,  sold. 

0  Ringlet,  0  Ringlet, 

She  blushed  a  rosy  red, 

When  Ringlet,  0  Ringlet, 

She  clipped  you  from  her  head, 
And  Ringlet,  0  Ringlet, 

She  gave  you  me,  and  said, 

“  Come,  kiss  it,  love,  and  put  it  by  ; 

If  this  can  change,  why  so  can  I/' 
0  fie,  you  golden  nothing,  fie 
You  golden  lie. 

O  Ringlet,  0  Ringlet, 

I  count  you  much  to  blame, 

For  Ringlet,  O  Ringlet, 

You  put  me  much  to  shame, 

So  Ringlet,  0  Ringlet, 

I  doom  you  to  the  flame. 

For  what  is  this  which  now  I  learn, 
Has  given  all  my  faith  a  turn  ? 
Burn,  you  glossy  heretic,  burn, 
Burn,  burn. 
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A  WELCOME  TO  ALEXANDRA. 

March  7,  1863. 

Sea-kings’  daughter  from  over  the  sea, 

Alexandra ! 

Saxon  and  Norman  and  Dane  are  we, 

But  all  of  us  Danes  in  our  welcome  of  thee, 

Alexandra ! 

Welcome  her,  thunders  of  fort  and  of  fleet ! 
Welcome  her,  thundering  cheer  of  the  street ! 
Welcome  her,  all  things  youthful  and  sweet, 
Scatter  the  blossom  under  her  feet ! 

Break,  happy  land,  into  earlier  flowers  ! 

Make  music,  0  bird,  in  the  new-budded  bowers ! 
Blazon  your  mottos  of  blessing  and  prayer  ! 
"Welcome  her,  welcome  her,  all  that  is  ours  ! 
Warble,  0  bugle,  and  trumpet,  blare  ! 

Flags,  flutter  out  upon  turrets  and  towers ! 
Flames,  on  the  windy  headland  flare  ! 

Utter  your  jubilee,  steeple  and  spire  ! 

Clash,  ye  bells,  in  the  merry  March  air ! 

Flash,  ye  cities,  in  rivers  of  fire  ! 

Rush  to  the  roof,  sudden  rocket,  and  higher 
Melt  into  stars  for  the  land’s  desire  ! 

Roll  and  rejoice,  jubilant  voice, 

Roll  as  a  ground-swell  dashed  on  the  strand, 
Roar  as  the  sea  when  he  welcomes  the  land, 

And  welcome  her,  welcome  the  land’s  desire, 
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The  sea-kings’  daughter  as  happy  as  fair, 
Blissful  bride  of  a  blissful  heir, 

Bride  of  the  heir  of  the  kings  of  the  sea — 

0  joy  to  the  people  and  joy  to  the  throne, 
Come  to  us,  love  us,  and  make  us  your  own  : 
For  Saxon  or  Dane  or  Norman  we, 

Teuton  or  Celt,  or  whatever  we  be, 

We  are  each  all  Dane  in  our  welcome  of  thee, 

Alexandra  1 


ODE 

SUNG  AT  THE  OPENING  OP  THE  INTERNATIONAL  EXHIBITION. 

Uplift  a  thousand  voices  full  and  sweet, 

In  this  wide  hall  with  earth’s  inventions  stored, 
And  praise  the  invisible  universal  Lord, 

Who  lets  once  more  in  peace  the  nations  meet, 
Where  Science,  Art,  and  Labor  have  outpoured 
Their  myriad  horns  of  plenty  at  our  feet. 

0  silent  father  of  our  Kings  to  be 
Mourned  in  this  golden  hour  of  jubilee, 

For  this,  for  all,  we  weep  our  thanks  to  thee  ! 

The  world-compelling  plan  was  thine, 

And,  lo  !  the  long  laborious  miles 
Of  Palace  j  lo  1  the  giant  aisles, 

Rich  in  model  and  design ; 
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Harvest-tool  and  husbandry, 

Loom  and  wheel  and  enginery, 

Secrets  of  the  sullen  mine, 

Steel  and  gold,  and  corn  and  wine, 

Fabric  rough,  or  Fairy  fine, 

Sunny  tokens  of  the  Line, 

Polar  marvels-,  and  a  feast 
Of  wonder,  out  of  West  and  East, 

And  shapes  and  hues  of  part  divine  ! 

All  of  beauty,  all  of  use, 

That  one  fair  planet  can  produce. 

Brought  from  under  every  star, 

Blown  from  over  every  main, 

And  mixed,  as  life  is  mixed  with  pain, 

The  works  of  peace  with  works  of  war. 

O  ye,  the  wise  who  think,  the  wise  who  reign, 

From  growing  commerce  loose  her  latest  chaiu, 

And  let  the  fair  white-winged  peacemaker  fly 
To  happy  havens  under  all  the  sky, 

And  mix  the  seasons  and  the  golden  hours, 

Till  each  man  finds  his  own  in  all  men’s  good", 

And  all  men  work  in  noble  brotherhood, 

Breaking  their  mailed  fleets  and  arm6d  towers, 

And  ruling  by  obeying  Nature’s  powers, 

And  gathering  all  the  fruits  of  peace  and  crowned  vith  all  hei 
flowers. 

11 
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THE  SAILOR-BOY. 

He  rose  at  dawn  and,  fired  with  hope, 

Shot  o’er  the  seething  harbor-bar, 

And  reached  the  ship  and  caught  the  rope. 
And  whistled  to  the  morning  star. 

And  while  he  whistled  long  and  loud 
He  heard  a  fierce  mermaiden  cry, 

“  0  boy,  though  thou  art  young  and  proud, 

I  see  the  place  where  thou  wilt  lie. 

uTlio  sands  and  yeasty  surges  mix 
In  caves  about  the  dreary  bay, 

And  on  thy  ribs  the  limpet  sticks, 

And  in  thy  heart  the  scrawl  shall  play.” 

“  Fool,”  he  answered,  “  death  is  sure 
To  those  that  stay  and  those  that  roam, 

But  I  will  nevermore  endure 

To  sit  with  empty  hands  at  home. 

“  My  mother  clings  about  my  neck, 

My  sisters  crying  ‘  stay  for  shame 
My  father  raves  of  death  and  wreck, 

They  are  all  to  blame,  they  are  all  to  blame. 

“  God  help  me  !  save  I  take  my  part. 

Of  danger  on  the  roaring  sea, 

A  devil  rises  in  my  heart, 

Far  worse  than  any  death  to  me.” 


THE  FLOWER. 


123 


IN  THE  VALLEY  QE  CAUTERETZ. 

All  along  tlie  valley,  stream  that  fiashest  white 
Deepening  thy  voice  with  the  deepening  of  the  night, 
All  along  the  valley,  where  thy  waters  flow, 

I  walked  with  one  I  loved  two-and-thirty  years  ago. 
Alf  along  the  valley  while  I  walked  to-day, 

The  two-and-thirty  years  were  a  mist  that  rolls  away ; 
Dor  all  along  the  valley,  down  thy  rocky  bed 
Thy  living  voice  to  me  was  as  the  voice  of  the  dead, 
And  all  along  the  valley,  by  rock  and  cave  and  tree, 
The  voice  of  the  dead  was  a  living  voice  to  me. 


THE  FLOWER. 

Once  in  a  golden  hour 
I  cast  to  earth  a  seed. 

Up  there  came  a  flower, 

The  people  said,  a  weed. 

To  and  fro  they  went 

Through  my  garden-bower, 
And  muttering  discontent 
Cursed  me  and  my  flower. 

Then  it  grew  so  tall 

It  wore  a  crown  of  light, 
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But  thieves  from  o’er  the  wall 
Stole  the  seed  by  night. 

Sowed  it  far  and  wide 

By  every  town  and  tower, 

Till  all  the  people  cried 
“  Splendid  is  the  flower.” 

Read  my  little  fable  : 

He  that  runs  may  read. 

Most  can  raise  the  flowers  now, 
For  all  have  got  the  seed. 

And  some  are  pretty  enough, 
And  some  are  poor  indeed j 

And  now  again  the  people 
Call  it  but  a  weed. 


THE  END 
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PREFACE. 


Among  many  claims  of  "William  Wordsworth  to  be 
the  Poet  Laureate  of  England,  one  must  not  be  over¬ 
looked, — it  is  the  singleness  and  unity  of  the  poet’s  life. 
He  was  a  poet,  and  nothing  beside.  He  thought  in 
poetry ;  he  wrote  letters  in  poetry ;  he  held  familiar 
conversations  in  well-constructed  verse ;  he  philosophized 
in  religion,  in  metaphysics,  in  art,  in  voluminous  pen¬ 
tameters. 

He  threw  the  graceful  mantle  of  Apollo  over  rustic 
shoulders,  and  greeted  the  humblest  manifestations  of 
nature,  as  well  as  the  fastidious  refinements  of  the  town, 
wit li  a  gnudiamus  of  harmonious  stanzas. 

From  such  varied  productions  we  have  selected,  with 
great  care,  the  pastorals  and  the  sentimental  poems, 
which  make  up  this  beautiful  ittle  volume,  as  present- 
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ing  the  principal  phases  of  the  poet’s  character,  and,  as 
offering  to  the  public,  were  the  poet  himself  unknown, 
charming  pictures  of  nature  in  many  moods,  and  of 
universal  sentiment.  In  the  combination,  we  have  that 
“  touch  of  nature,”  which  the  great  Master  has  said, 
“  makes  the  whole  world  kin.” 


CONTENTS 


PASS 

As  Evening  Walk . 13 

Mr  Brother's  Shipwreck . 15 

Remembrance  op  Collins . 13 

“Mr  HEART  LEAPS  UP” . 13 

Alice  Fell . 19 

Lucy  Gray . 22 

We  are  Seven . 24 

The  Idle  Shepherd-Boys . 27 

The  Pet  Lamb . 31 

The  Last  op  the  Flock . 34 

JIer  Eyes  are  Wild  . . 38 

Beggars . 43 

Wordsworth  Mountain . 45 

The  Oak  and  the  Broom . 45 

To  a  Skylark . 50 

The  Seven  Sisters . 62 

On  seeing  a  Needle-case  in  the  form  op  a  Harp . 54 

The  Filgrim’s  Dream . 56 

Love-lies-bleeding . 59 

Form  and  Spirit . 60 

Gypsies . 6! 

The  Mountain  Echo . 63 

Water-Fowl .  64 

Easter  in  the  Country  .  .  .....  6i 

(xi) 


CONTENTS, 


xii 

PASS 

The  Sonnet .  65 

Mocn  and  Cloud  ....  66 

The  Tiiiujsh . 67 

The  Solitary  Reaper  . .  67 

The  King  of  Sweden . 69 

TIymn  of  me  Heidelberg  Boatman . 69 

Lambs  in  May . 70 

Flowers . ..71 

Lines  written  in  early  Spring . 72 

Simon  Lee .  73 

A  Night  Thought .  ......76 

Fidelity . 77 

Ode  to  Doty . 80 

Character  of  the  Happy  Warrior  . . 82 

The  Laborer’s  Noonday  Hymn . 85 

Ode  composed  on  May  Morning .  ■ . 87 

Gold  and  Silver  Fishes  in  a  Vase .  89 

The  Gleaner . 92 

Goody  Blake  and  Harry  Gill . 93 

Grace  Darling . 98 

Questions  and  Answers  . 102 

The  Only  True  ' . 103 

Lines  written  while  sailing  in  a  Boat  at  Evening . 104 

To  H.  C . 105 

A  Morning  Exercise . 106 

The  Danish  Boy  .  499 

To  the  Cuckoo  ..  44] 

Stray  Pleasures  .  . . 

To  the  Sons  of  Burns . . 

The  French  Army  in  Russia  . . 116 

Our  Lady  of  the  Snow .  H7 

The  Pillar  of  Trajan .  jjg 

By  the  Sea-side .  . . 

Cave  of  Staffa  .  . .  423 


POEMS 


OP 

NATURE  AND  SENTIMENT. 


AN  EVENING  WALK. 

How  pleasant,  as  the  sun  declines,  to  view 
The  spacious  landscape  change  in  form  and  hue  ! 
Here,  vanish,  as  in  mist,  before  a  flood 
Of  bright  obscurity,  hill,  lawn,  and  wood; 

There,  objects,  by  the  searching  beams  betrayed, 
Come  forth,  and  here  retire  in  purple  shade ; 

Even  the  white  stems  of  birch,  the  cottage  white, 
Soften  their  glare  before  the  mellow  light; 

The  skiffs,  at  anchor  where  with  umbrage  wide 
Yon  chestnuts  half  the  latticed  boat-house  hide, 
Shed  from  their  sides,  that  face  the  sun’s  slant  beam 
Strong  flakes  of  radiance  on  the  tremulous  stream : 
Raised  by  yon  travelling  flock,  a  dusty  cloud 
Mounts  from  the  road,  and  spreads  its  moving  shroud 
The  shepherd,  all  involved  in  wreaths  of  fire, 

Now  shows  a  shadowy  speck,  and  now  is  lost  entire. 
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Into  a  gradual  calm  the  breezes  sink, 

A  blue  rim  borders  all  the  lake’s  still  brink ; 

There  doth  the  twinkling  aspen’s  foliage  sleep, 

And  insects  clothe,  like  dust,  the  glassy  deep : 

And  now,  on  every  side,  the  surface  breaks 
Into  blue  spots,  and  slowly  lengthening  streaks ; 

Here,  plots  of  sparkling  water  tremble  bright 
With  thousand  thousand  twinkling  points  of  light  ; 
There,  waves  that,  hardly  weltering,  die  away, 

Tip  their  smooth  ridges  with  a  softer  ray  ; 

And  now  the  whole  wide  lake  in  deep  repose 
Is  hushed,  and  like  a  burnished  mirror  glows, 

Save  where,  along  the  shady  western  marge, 

Coasts,  with  industrious  oar,  the  charcoal  barge. 

Their  panniered  train  a  group  of  potters  goad, 
Winding  from  side  to  side  up  the  steep  road ; 

The  peasant,  from  yon  cliff  of  fearful  edge 
Shot,  down  the  headlong  path  darts  with  his  sledge ; 
Bright  beams  the  lonely  mountain-horse  illume, 
Feeding  ’mid  purple  heath,  “  green  rings,”  and  broom  ; 
While  the  sharp  slope  the  slackened  team  confounds, 
Downward  the  ponderous  timber-wain  resounds; 

In  foamy  bretks  the  rill,  with  merry  song, 

Dashed  o’er  the  rough  rock,  lightly  leaps  along; 

From  lonesome  chapel  at  the  mountain’s  feet, 

Three  humble  bells  their  rustic  chime  repeat; 

Sounds  from  the  water-side  the  hammered  boat; 

And  blasted  quarry  thunders,  heard  remote  I 
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MY  BROTHER’S  SHIPWRECK. 


i. 

The  Sheep-boy  whistled  loud,  and  lo  I 
That  instant,  startled  by  the  shock, 

The  Buzzard  mounted  from  the  rock 
Deliberate  and  slow : 

Lord  of  the  air,  he  took  his  flight; 

0,  could  he  on  that  woful  night 
Have  lent  his  wing,  my  Brother  dear, 

For  one  poor  moment’s  space,  to  thee, 
And  all  who  struggled  with  the  Sea, 
When  safety  was  so  near  ! 

ii. 

Thus  in  the  weakness  of  my  heart 
I  spoke,  (but  let  that  pang  be  still,) 
When,  rising  from  the  rock  at  will, 

I  saw  the  bird  depart. 

And  let  me  calmly  bless  the  Power 
That  meets  me  in  this  unknown  flower, 
Affecting  type  of  him  I  mourn  ! 

With  calmness  suffer  and  believe, 

And  grieve,  and  know  that  I  must  grieve, 
Not  cheerless  though  forlorn. 

hi. 

Here  did  we  stop ;  and  here  looked  round 
While  each  into  himself  descends, 


16 


POEMS  OF  NATURE  AND  SENTIMENT. 


For  that  last  thought  of  parting  Friend 
That  is  not  to  be  found. 

Hidden  was  Grasmere  Yale  from  sight, 
Our  home  and  his,  his  heart’s  delight, 
His  quiet  heart’s  selected  home. 

But  time  before  him  melts  away, 

And  he  hath  feeling  of  a  day 
Of  blessedness  to  come. 


v. 

Full  soon  in  sorrow  did  I  weep, 

Taught  that  the  mutual  hope  was  dust, 

In  sorrow,  but  for  higher  trust, 

How  miserably  deep  ! 

All  vanished  in  a  single  word, 

A  breath,  a  sound,  and  scarcely  heard. 

Sea, — ship, — drowned, — shipwreck, — so  it  came 
The  meek,  the  brave,  the  good,  was  gone ; 

He  who  had  been  our  living  John 
Was  nothing  but  a  name. 


v.  - 

That  was  indeed  a  parting  !  0, 

Glad  am  I,  glad  that  it  is  past ! 

For  there  were  some  on  whom  it  cast 
Unutterable -woe. 

But  they  as  well  as  I  have  gains; — 
From  many  a  humble  source,  to  pains 
Like  these,  there  comes  a  mild  release ; 
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Even  here  I  feel  it,  even  this  Plant 
Is  in  its  beauty  ministrant 
To  comfort  and  to  peace. 

VI. 

He  would  have  loved  thy  modest  grace, 
Meek  Flower  !  To  him  I  would  have  said, 
“  It  grows  upon  its  native  bed 
Beside  our  Parting-place ; 

There,  cleaving  to  the  ground,  it  lies, 

With  multitude  of  purple  eyes, 

Spangling  a  cushion  green  like  moss ; 

But  we  will  see  it,  j  oyful  tide  ! 

Some  day,  to  see  it  in  its  pride, 

The  mountain  we  will  cross.” 

VII. 

— Brother  and  friend,  if  verse  of  mine 
Have  power  to  make  thy  virtues  known, 
Here  let  a  monumental  Stone 
Stand,  sacred  as  a  Shrine ;  ‘ 

And  to  the  few  who  pass  this  way, 
Traveller  or  Shepherd,  let  it  say, 

Long  as  these  mighty  rocks  endure, — 

O,  do  not  thou  too  fondly  brood, 

Although  deserving  of  all  good, 

On  any  earthly  hope,  however  pure  1 
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REMEMBRANCE  OF  COLLINS. 

Glide  gently,  thus  for  ever  glide, 

0  Thames  !  that  other  bards  may  see 
As  lovely  visions  by  thy  side 
As  now,  fair  river !  come  to  me. 

0  glide,  fair  stream !  for  ever  so 
Thy  quiet  soul  on  all  bestowing, 

Till  all  our  minds  for  ever  flow 
As  thy  deep  waters  now  are  flowing. 

Yain  thought ! — Yet  be  as  now  thou  art, 
That  in  thy  waters  may  be  seen 
The  image  of  a  poet’s  heart, 

How  bright,  how  solemn,  how  serene ! 
Such  as  did  once  the  Poet  bless, 

Who,  murmuring  here  a  later  ditty, 
Could  find  no  refuge  from  distress 
But  in  the  milder  grief  of  pity. 

Now  let  us,  as  we  float  alonff. 

For  Mm  suspend  the  dashing  oar; 

And  pray  that  never  child  of  song 
May  know  that  Poet’s  sorrows  more. 

How  calm  !  how  still !  the  only  sound, 
The  dripping  of  the  oar  suspended  ! 

— The  evening  darkness  gathers  round, 
By  vi  hue’s  holiest  Powers  attended 
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“  MY  HEART  LEAPS  UP." 

My  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold 
A  rainbow  in  the  sky : 

So  was  it  when  my  life  began ; 

So  is  it  now  I  am  a  man ; 

So  be  it  when  I  shall  grow  old, 

Or  let  me  die  ! 

The  Child  is  father  of  the  Man , 

And  I  could  wish  my  days  to  be 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 


ALICE  FELL. 

The  post-boy  drove  with  fierce  career, 

For  threatening  clouds  the  moon  had  drowned ; 
When,  as  we  hurried  on,  my  ear 
Was  smitten  with  a  startling  sound. 

As  if  the  wind  blew  many  ways, 

I  heard  ti  e  sound, — and  more  and  more; 

It  seemed  to  follow  with  the  chaise, 

And  still  I  heard  it  as  before. 

At  length  I  to  the  boy  called  out; 

He  stopped  his  horses  at  the  word, 

But  neither  cry,  nor  voice,  nor  shoat, 

Nor  aught  e  like  it,  could  be  heard. 
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The  boy  then  smacked  his  whip,  and  fast 
The  horses  scampered  through  the  rain  ; 

But,  hearing  soon  upon  the  blast 
The  cry,  I  bade  him  halt  again. 

Forthwith  alighting  on  the  ground, 

“Whence  comes,”  said  I,  “this  piteous  moan?” 
And  there  a  little  Girl  I  found, 

Sitting  behind  the  chaise,  alone. 

“  My  cloak  !”  no  other  word  she  spake, 

But  loud  and  bitterly  she  wept, 

As  if  her  innocent  heart  would  break; 

And  down  from  off  her  seat  she  leapt. 

“  What  ails  you,  child  ?”  She  sobbed,  “  Look  here  I” 
I  saw  it  in  the  wheel  entangled, 

A  weather-beaten  rag  as  e’er 
From  any  garden  scarecrow  dangled. 

There,  twisted  between  nave  and  spoke, 

It  hung,  nor  could  at  once  be  freed ; 

But  our  joint  pains  unloosed  the  cloak, 

A  miserable  rag  indeed  1 

“  And  whither  are  you  going,  child, 

To-night,  along  these  lonesome  ways  ?” 

“  To  Durham,”  answered  she,  half  wild. 

“  Then  some  with  me  into  the  chaise.’ 
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Insensible  to  all  relief 
Sat  the  poor  girl,  and  forth  did  send 
Sob  after  sob,  as  if  her  grief 
Could  never,  never  have  an  end. 

“  My  child,  in  Durham  do  you  dwell  ?” 
She  checked  herself  in  her  distress, 
And  said,  “  My  name  is  Alice  Fell; 

I’m  fatherless  and  motherless. 

“  And  I  to  Durham,  Sir,  belong.” 
Again,  as  if  the  thought  would  choke 
Her  very  heart,  her  grief  grew  strong; 
And  all  was  for  her  tattered  cloak  ! 

The  chaise  drove  on;  our  journey’s  end 
Was  nigh ;  and,  sitting  by  my  side, 

As  if  she  had  lost  her  only  friend 
She  wept,  nor  would  be  pacified. 

Up  to  the  tavern  door  we  post ; 

Of  Alice  and  her  grief  I  told ; 

And  I  gave  money  to  the  host, 

To  buy  a  new  cloak  for  the  old. 

“  And  let  it  be  of  duffel  gray, 

As  warm  a  cloak  as  man  can  sell !” 
Proud  creature  was  she  the  next  day. 
The  little  orphan,  Alice  Fell  1 
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LUCY  GRAY; 

OK,  SOLITUDE. 

Opt  I  had  heard  of  Lucy  Gray : 

And,  when  I  crossed  the  wild, 

I  chanced  to  see,  at  break  of  day, 

The  solitary  child. 

No  mate,  no  comrade  Lucy  knew ; 

She  dwelt  on  a  wide  moor, — 

The  sweetest  thing  that  ever  grew 
Beside  a  human  door  1 

You  yet  may  spy  the  fawn  at  play, 
The  hare  upon  the  green ; 

But  the  sweet  face  of  Lucy  Gray 
Will  never  more  be  seen. 

“  To-night  will  he  a  stormy  night,—- 
You  to  the  town  must  go; 

And  take  a  lantern,  Child,  to  light 
Your  mother  through  the  snow.” 

“  That,  Father  !  will  I  gladly  do  : 

;Tis  scarcely  afternoon, — 

The  minster-clock  has  just  struck  two, 
And  yonder  is  the  moon  !” 

At  this  the  father  raised  his  hook, 
And  snapped  a  fagot-band ; 
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He  plied  his  work ; — and  Lucy  took 
The  lantern  in  her  hand. 

Not  blither  is  the  mountain  roe  : 

With  many  a  wanton  stroke 
Her  feet  disperse  the  powdery  snow, 

That  rises  up  like  smoke. 

The  storm  came  on  before  its  time : 

She  wandered  up  and  down ; 

And  many  a  hill  did  Lucy  climb  : 

But  never  reached  the  town. 

The  wretched  parents  all  that  night 
Went  shouting  far  and  wide ; 

But  there  was  neither  sound  nor  sight 
To  serve  them  for  a  guide. 

At  day-break  on  the  hill  they  stood 
That  overlooked  the  moor ; 

And  thence  they  saw  the  bridge  of  wood, 
A  furlong  from  their  door. 

They  wept, — and,  turning  homeward,  cried, 
“  In  heaven  we  all  shall  meet;” 

When  in  the  snow  the  mother  spied 
The  print  of  Lucy’s  feet. 

Then  downwards  from  the  steep  hill’s  edge 
They  tracked  the  footmarks  small ; 

And  through  the  broken  hawthorn-hedge, 
And  by  the  long  stone-wall; 
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And  then  an  open  field  they  crossed : 
The  marks  were  still  the  same ; 

They  tracked  them  on,  nor  ever  lost; 
And  to  the  bridge  they  came. 

They  followed  from  the  snowy  bank 
Those  footmarks,  one  by  one, 

Into  the  middle  of  the  plank ; 

And  further  there  were  none  ! 

— Yet  some  maintain  that  to  this  day 
She  is  a  living  child ; 

That  you  may  see  sweet  Lucy  Gray 
Upon  the  lonesome  wild. 

r 

O’er  rough  and  smooth  she  trips  along, 
And  never  looks  behind; 

And  sings  a  solitary  song 
That  whistles  in  the  wind. 


WE  ARE  SEVEN. 

Dear  brother  Jim,  a  simple  Child, 
That  lightly  draws  its  breath, 

And  feels  its  life  in  every  limb, 
What  should  it  know  of  death  ? 
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I  met  a  little  Cottage  G-irl : 

Slie  was  eight  years  old,  she  said ; 

Her  hair  was  thick  with  many  a  curl 
That  clustered  round  her  head. 

She  had  a  rustic,  woodland  air, 

And  she  was  wildly  clad  : 

Her  eyes  were  fair,  and  very  fair  ; — 

Her  beauty  made  me  glad. 

“  Sisters  and  brothers,  little  Maid, 

How  many  may  you  be  ?” 

“  How  many  ?  Seven  in  all,”  she  said, 
And  wondering  looked  at  me. 

“  And  where  are  they  ?  I  pray  you  tell.” 
She  answered,  “  Seven  are  we; 

And  two  of  us  at  Conway  dwell, 

And  two  are  gone  to  sea. 

“  Two  of  us  in  the  churchyard  lie, 

My  sister  and  my  brother; 

And,  in  the  churchyard  cottage,  I 
Dwell  near  them  with  my  mother.” 

“  You  say  that  two  at  Conway  dwell, 

And  two  are  gone  to  sea, 

Yet  ye  are  seven  !  I  pray  you  tell, 

Sweet  Maid,  how  this  may  be.” 
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Then  did  the  little  Maid  reply, 

“  Seven  boys  and  girls  are  we; 

Two  of  us  in  the  churchyard  lie, 

Beneath  the  churchyard  tree.” 

“  You  run  about,  my  little  Maid, 

Your  limbs  they  are  alive; 

If  two  are  in  the  churchyard  laid, 

Then  ye  are  only  five.” 

/ 

“  Their  graves  are  green,  they  may  be  seen,” 
The  little  Maid  replied, 

“  Twelve  steps  or  more  from  my  mother's  door, 
And  they  are  side  by  side. 

“  My  stockings  there  I  often  knit, 

My  kerchief  there  I  hem ; 

And  there  upon  the  ground  I  sit, 

And  sing  a  song  to  them. 

7-v  “  And  often  after  sunset,  Sir, 

When  it  is  light  and  fair, 

I  take  my  little  porringer, 

And  eat  my  supper  there. 

“  The  first  that  died  was  sister  Jane; 

In  bed  she  moaning  lay, 

Till  God  released  her  of  her  pain ; 

And  then  she  went  away. 
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“  So  in  the  churchyard  she  was  laid ; 

And,  when  the  grass  was  dry,  y 

Together  round  her  grave  we  played, 

My  brother  John  and  I. 

“  And  when  the  ground  was  white  with  snow, 
And  I  could  run  and  slide, 

My  brother  John  was  forced  to  go, 

And  he  lies  by  her  side.” 

“  How  many  are  you,  then,”  said  I, 

If  they  two  are  in  heaven  ?” 

Quick  was  the  little  Maid’s  reply, 

“  0  Master  !  we  are  seven.” 

“  But  they  are  dead ;  those  two  are  dead  ! 
Their  spirits  are  in  heaven  1” 

’Twas  throwing  words  away ;  for  still 
The  little  Maid  would  have  her  will, 

And  said,  “  Nay,  we  are  seven  !” 


TIIE  IDLE  SHEPHERD-BOYS. 

A  PASTORAL. 

The  valley  rings  with  mirth  and  joy; 
Among  the  hills  the  echoes  play 
A  never,  never  ending  song, 

To  welcome  in  the  May. 

The  magpie  chatters  with  delight; 
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The  mountain  raven’s  youngling  brood 
Have  left  the  mother  and  the  nest; 

And  they  go  rambling  east  and  west 
In  search  of  their  own  food ; 

Or  through  the  glittering  vapors  dart 
In  very  wantonness  of  heart. 

Beneath  a  rock,  upon  the  grass, 

Two  boys  are  sitting  in  the  sun ; 

Their  work,  if  any  work  they  have, 

Is  out  of  mind, — or  done. 

On  pipes  of  sycamore  they  play 
The  fragments  of  a  Christmas  hymn ;  ' 
Or  with  that  plant  which  in  our  dale 
We  call  stag-horn,  or  fox’s  tail, 

Their  rusty  hats  they  trim  : 

And  thus,  as  happy  as  the  day, 

Those  Shepherds  wear  the  time  away. 

Along  the  river’s  stony  marge 
The  sand-lark  chants  a  joyous  song; 

The  thrush  is  busy  in  the  wood, 

And  carols  loud  and  strong. 

A  thousand  lambs  are  on  the  rocks, 

All  newly  born  !  both  earth  and  sky 
Keep  jubilee,  aud  more  than  all, 

Those  boys  with  their  green  coronal ; 
They  never  hear 'the  cry, 

That  plaintive  cry  !  which  up  the  hill 
Comes  from  the  depth  of  Dungeon-Ghyll. 
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Said  Walter,  leaping  from  the  ground, 

“  Down  to  the  stump  of  yon  old  yew 
We’ll  for  our  whistles  run  a  race.” 

- Away  the  shepherds  Hew ; 

They  leapt, — they  ran, — and  when  they  came 
Right  opposite  to  Dungeon-Ghyll, 

Seeing  that  he  should  lose  the  prize, 

“  Stop  l”  to  his  comrade  Walter  cries. 

James  stopped  with  no  good  will : 

Said  Walter  then,  exulting,  “  Here 
You’ll  find  a  task  for  half  a  year. 

“  Cross,  if  you  dare,  where  I  shall  cross,— 
Come  on,  and  tread  where  I  shall  tread.” 

The  other  took  him  at  his  word, 

And  followed  as  he  led. 

It  was  a  spot  which  you  may  see 
If  ever  you  to  Langdale  go ; 

Into  the  chasm  a  mighty  block 

Hath  fallen,  and  made  a  bridge  of  rock : 

The  gulf  is  deep  below ; 

And,  in  a  basin  black  and  small, 

Receives  a  lofty  waterfall. 

With  staff  in  hand  across  the  cleft 
The  challenger  pursued  his  march ; 

And  now,  all  eyes  and  feet,  hath  gained 
The  middle  of  the  arch. 

When  list !  he  hears  a  piteous  moan 

3  * 
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Again  ! — -his  heart  within  him  dies ; 

His  pulse  is  stopped,  his  breath  is  lost, 

He  totters,  pallid  as  a  ghost, 

And,  looking  down,  espies 
A  lamb,  that  in  the  pool  is  pent 
Within  that  black  and  frightful  rent. 

The  lamb  had  slipped  into  the  stream, 

And  safe  without  a  bruise  or  wound 
The  cataract  had  borne  him  down 
Into  the  gulf  profound. 

His  dam  had  seen  him  when  he  fell, 

She  saw  him  down  the  torrent  borne ) 

And,  while  with  all  a  mother’s  love 
She  from  the  lofty  rocks  above 
Sent  forth  a  cry  forlorn, 

The  lamb,  still  swimming  round  and  round, 
Made  answer  in  that  plaintive  sound. 

When  he  had  learnt  what  thing  it  was 
That  sent  this  rueful  cry,  I  ween 
The  boy  recovered  heart,  and  told 
The  sight  which  he  had  seen. 

Both  gladly  now  deferred  their  task  j 
Nor  was  there  wanting  other  aid  : 

A  Poet,  one  who  loves  the  brooks 
Par  better  than  the  sages’  books, 

By  chance  had  hither  strayed  j 
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And  there  the  helpless  lamb  he  found 
By  those  huge  rocks  encompassed  round. 

He  drew  it  from  the  troubled  pool, 

And  brought  it  forth  into  the  light : 

The  Shepherds  met  him  with  his  charge, 
An  unexpected  sight ! 

Into  their  arms  the  lamb  they  took, 

Whose  life  and  limbs  the  flood  had  spared ; 
Then  up  the  steep  ascent  they  hied, 

And  placed  him  at  his  mother’s  side; 

And  gently  did  the  Bard 
Those  idle  shepherd-boys  upbraid, 

And  bade  them  better  mind  their  trade. 


THE  PET  LAMB. 

A  PASTORAL. 

The  dew  was  falling  fast,  the  stars  began  to  blink; 

I  heard  a  voice  ;  it  said,  “  Drink,  pretty  creature,  drink  1” 
And,  looking  o’er  the  hedge,  before  me  I  espied 
A  snow-white  mountain-lamb  with  a  Maiden  at  its  side. 

Nor  sheep  nor  kine  were  near ;  the  lamb  was  all  alone, 
And  by  a  slender  cord  was  tethered  to  a  stone ; 

With  one  knee  on  the  grass  did  the  little  Maiden  kneel. 
While  to  that  mountain-lamb  she  gave  its  evening  meal. 
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The  lamb,  while  from  her  hand  he  thus  his  supper  took, 

Seemed  to  feast  with  head  and  ears )  and  his  tail  with  pleasure 
shook. 

‘  Drink,  pretty  creature,  drink  \”  she  said,  in  such  a  tone 
That  I  almost  received  her  heart  into  my  own. 

'Twas  little  Barbara  Lewthwaite,  a  child  of  beauty  rare  ! 

I  watched  them  with  delight,  they  were  a  lovely  pair. 

Now  with  her  empty  can  the  Maiden  turned  away : 

But  ere  ten  yards  were  gone,  her  footsteps  did  she  stay. 

Right  towards  the  lamb  she  looked ;  and  from  a  shady  place 
I  unobserved  could  see  the  workings  of  her  face : 

If  nature  to  her  tongue  could  measured  numbers  bring, 

Thus,  thought  I,  to  her  lamb  that  little  Maid  might  sing : — 

“  What  ails  thee,  young  One  ?  what  ?  Why  pull  so  at  thy  cord ? 
Is  it  not  well  with  thee  ?  well  both  for  bed  and  board  ? 

Thy  plot  of  grass  is  soft,  and  green  as  grass  can  be ; 

Rest,  little  young  One,  rest  •  what  is’t  that  aileth  thee? 

“  What  is  it  thou  wouldst  seek?  What  is  wanting  to  thy  heart? 
Thy  limbs,  are  they  not  strong  ?  And  beautiful  thou  art : 

This  grass  is  tender  grass  5  these  flowers  they  have  no  peers ; 
And  that  green  cord  all  day  is  rustling  in  thy  ears ! 

“  If  the  sun  be  shining  hot,  do  but  stretch  thy  woollen  chain, 
This  beech  is  standing  by,  its  covert  thou  canst  gain ; 

For  rain  and  mountain-storms  !  the  like  thou  need’st  not  fear, 
The  rain  and  storm  are  things  that  scarcely  can  come  here. 
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“  Rest,  little  young  One,  rest;  thou  hast  forgot  the  day 
When  my  father  found  thee  first  in  places  far  away; 

Many  flocks  were  on  the  hills,  hut  thou  wert  owned  by  none, 
And  thy  mother  from  thy  side  for  evermore  was  gone. 

“  He  took  thee  in  his  arms,  and  in  pity  brought  thee  home  : 

A  blessed  day  for  thee  !  then  whither  wouldst  thou  roam  ? 

A  faithful  nurse  thou  hast;  the  dam  that  did  thee  yean 
Upon  the  mountain-tops  no  kinder  could  have  been. 

“  Thou  know’st  that  twice  a  day  I  have  brought  thee  in  this  can 
Fresh  water  from  the  brook,  as  clear  as  ever  ran ; 

And  twice  in  the  day,  when  the  ground  is  wet  with  dew, 

I  bring  thee  draughts  of  milk,1 — warm  milk  it  is  and  new. 

“  Thy  limbs  will  shortly  be  twice  as  stout  as  they  are  now, 

Then  I’ll  yoke  thee  to  my  cart  like  a  pony  in  the  plough ; 

My  playmate  thou  shalt  be ;  and  when  the  wind  is  cold, 

Our  hearth  shall  be  thy  bed,  our  house  shall  be  thy  fold. 

“  It  will  not,  will  not  rest ! — Poor  creature,  can  it  be 
That  ’tis  thy  mother’s  heart  which  is  working  so  in  thee  ? 
Things  that  I  know  not  of  belike  to  thee  are  dear, 

And  dreams  of  things  which  thou  canst  neither  see  nor  hear 

“  Alas,  the  mountain-tops  that  look  so  green  and  fair ! 

I’ve  heard  of  fearful  winds  and  darkness  that  come  there ; 

The  little  brooks  that  seem  all  pastime  and  all  play, 

When  they  are  angry,  roar  like  lions  for  their  prey. 

“  Here  thou  need’st  not  dread  the  raven  in  the  sky ; 

Night  and  day  thou  art  safe, — our  cottage  is  hard  by. 
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Why  bleat  so  after  me  ?  Why  pull  so  at  thy  chain  ? 

Sleep, — and  at  break  of  day  I  will  come  to  thee  again  !” 

— As  homeward  through  the  lane  I  went  with  lazy  feet, 

This  song  to  myself  did  I  oftentimes  repeat; 

And  it  seemed,  as  I  retraced  the  ballad  line  by  line, 

That  but  half  of  it  was  hers,  and  one  half  of  it  was  mine. 

Again,  and  once  again,  did  I  repeat  the  song; 

“  Nay,”  said  I,  “  more  than  half  to  the  damsel  must  belong, 
For  she  looked  with  such  a  look,  and  she  spake  with  such  a  tone, 
That  I  almost  received  her  heart  into  my  own.” 


THE  LAST  OP  THE  FLOCK. 

i. 

In  distant  countries  have  I  been, 

And  yet  I  have  not  often  seen 
A  healthy  man,  a  man  full  grown, 
Weep  in  the  public  roads  alone. 

But  such  a  one,  on  English  ground, 
And  in  the  broad  highway,  I  met; 
Along  the  broad  highway  he  came, 

His  cheeks  with  tears  were  wet : 
Sturdy  he  seemed,  though  he  was  sad; 
And  in  his  arms  a  Lamb  he  had. 
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II. 

He  saw  me,  and  lie  turned  aside, 

As  if  lie  wislied  himself  to  hide : 

And  with  his  coat  did  then  essay 
To  wipe  those  briny  tears  away. 

I  followed  him,  and  said,  “  My  friend, 
What  ails  you  ?  wherefore  weep  you  so  ?” 
— “  Shame  on  me,  Sir  !  this  lusty  Lamb, 
He  makes  my  tears  to  flow. 

To-day  I  fetched  him  from  the  rock : 

He  is  the  last  of  all  my  flock. 

hi. 

“  When  I  was  young,  a  single  man, 

And  after  youthful  follies  ran, 

'Though  little  given  to  care  and  thought, 
Yet,  so  it  was,  an  ewe  I  bought ; 

And  other  sheep  from  her  I  raised, 

As  healthy  sheep  as  you  might  see; 

And  then  I  married,  and  was  rich 
As  I  could  wish  to  be ; 

Of  sheep  I  numbered  a  full  score, 

And  every  year  increased  my  store. 

iv. 

“  Year  after  year  my  stock  it  grew ; 

And  from  this  one,  this  single  ewe, 

Full  fifty  comely  sheep  I  raised, 

As  fine  a  flock  as  ever  grazed  1 
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Upon  the  Quantock  hills  they  fed; 

They  throve,  and  we  at  home  did  thrive : 
— This  lusty  Lamb  of  all  my  stor9 
Is  all  that  is  alive ; 

And  now  I  care  not  if  we  die, 

And  perish  all  of  poverty. 


v. 

“  Six  children,  Sir  !  had  I  to  feed ; 
Hard  labor  in  a  time  of  need  ! 

My  pride  was  tamed,  and  in  our  grief 
I  of  the  Parish  asked  relief. 

They  said  I  was  a  wealthy  man; 

My  sheep  upon  the  uplands  fed, 

And  it  was  fit  that  thence  I  took 
Whereof  to  buy  us  bread. 

‘  Do  this :  how  can  we  give  to  you/ 
They  cried,  ‘  what  to  the  poor  is  due  ?’ 

VI. 

“  I  sold  a  sheep,  as  they  have  said, 

And  bought  my  little  children  bread, 
And  they  were  healthy  with  their  food ; 
For  me, — it  never  did  me  good. 

A  woful  time  it  was  for  me, 

To  see  the  end  of  all  my  gains, 

The  pretty  flock  which  I  had  reared 
With  all  my  care  and  pains, 
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To  see  it  melt  like  snow  away, — 

For  me  it  was  a  woful  day. 

VII. 

“  Another  still !  and  still  another ! 

A  little  lamb,  and  then  its  mother ! 

It  was  a  vein  that  never  stopped, — 

Like  blood-drops  from  my  heart  they  dropped 
Till  thirty  were  not  left  alive, 

They  dwindled,  dwindled,  one  by  one; 

And  I  may  say,  that  many  a  time 
I  wished  that  all  were  gone, — 

Reckless  of  what  might  come  at  last, 

Were  but  the  bitter  struggle  past. 

VIII. 

“  To  wicked  deeds  I  was  inclined, 

And  wicked  fancies  crossed  my  mind; 

And  every  man  I  chanced  to  see, 

I  thought  he  knew  some  ill  of  me  : 

No  peace,  no  comfort,  could  I  find, 

No  ease,  within  doors  or  without; 

And  crazily  and  wearily 
I  went  my  work  about; 

And  oft  was  moved  to  flee  from  home, 

And  hide  my  head  where  wild  beasts  roam 

IX. 

“  Sir  !  ’twas  a  precious  flock  tc  me, 

As  dear  as  my  own  children  be ; 
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For  daily  with  my  growing  store 
I  loved  my  children  more  and  more. 
Alas  !  it  was  an  evil  time ; 

God  cursed  me  in  my  sore  distress ; 

I  prayed,  yet  every  day  I  thought 
I  loved  my  children  less ; 

And  every  week,  and  every  day, 

My  flock  it  seemed  to  melt  away. 

x. 

tl  They  dwindled,  Sir,  sad  sight  to  see ! 
From  ten  to  five,  from  five  to  three, 

A  lamb,  a  wether,  and  a  ewe ; — 

And  then  at  last  from  three  to  two ; 
And,  of  my  fifty,  yesterday 
I  had  but  only  one  : 

And  here  it  lies  upon  my  arm, 

Alas  !  and  I  have  none ; — 

To-day  I  fetched  it  from  the  rockj 
It  is  the  last  of  all  my  flock.” 


HER  EYES  ARE  WILD, 


i. 

Her  eyes  are  wild,  her  head  is  bare, 
The  sun  has  burnt  her  coal-black  hair; 
Her  eyebrows  have  a  rusty  stain, 

And  she  came  far  from  over  the  main. 
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She  had  a  baby  on  her  arm, 

Or  else  she  were  alone  : 

And  underneath  the  haystack  warm, 
And  on  the  greenwood  stone, 

She  talked  and  sung  the  woods  among, 
And  it  was  in  the  English  tongue. 


ii. 

“  Sweet  babe  !  they  say  that  I  am  mad  $ 
But  nay,  my  heart  is  far  too  glad ; 

And  I  am  happy  when  I  sing 
Full  many  a  sad  and  doleful  thing : 
Then,  lovely  baby  !  do  not  fear  ! 

I  pray  thee  have  no  fear  of  me ; 

But  safe  as  in  a  cradle,  here, 

My  lovely  baby  !  thou-  shalt  be  : 

To  thee  I  know  too  much  I  owe ; 

I  cannot  work  thee  any  woe. 

hi. 

“  A  fire  was  once  within  my  brain ; 

And  in  my  head  a  dull,  dull  pain ; 

And  fiendish  faces,  one,  two,  three, 
Hung  at  my  breast,  and  pulled  at  me 
But  then  there  came  a  sight  of  joy; 

It  came  at  once  to  do  me  good : 

I  waked,  and  saw  my  little  boy, 

My  1  i ^ tie  boy  of  flesh  and  blood 
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0  joy  for  me  that  sight  to  see  ! 
For  he  was  here,  and  only  he. 


IT. 

“  Suck,  little  babe,  0  suck  again  ! 

It  cools  my  blood ;  it  cools  my  brain  } 
Thy  lips  I  feel  them,  baby !  they 
Draw  from  my  heart  the  pain  away. 

O  press  me  with  thy  little  hand ! 

It  loosens  something  at  my  chest; 
About  that  tight  and  deadly  band 
I  feel  thy  little  fingers  prest. 

The  breeze  I  see  is  in  the  tree : 

It  comes  to  cool  my  babe  and  me. 

T. 

“  0  love  me,  love  me,  little  boy  ! 

Thou  art  thy  mother’s  only  joy; 

And  do  not  dread  the  waves  below, 
When  o’er  the  sea-rock’s  edge  we  go ; 
The  high  crag  cannot  work  me  harm, 
Nor  leaping  torrents  when  they  howl ; 
Th  3  babe  I  carry  on  my  arm, 

He  saves  for  me  my  precious  soul ; 
Then  happy  lie ;  for  blest  am  I ; 
Without  me  my  sweet  babe  would  die 


VI. 

“  Then  do  not  fear,  my  boy  !  for  thee 
Bold  as  a  lion  will  I  be : 
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And  I  will  always  be  tliy  guide, 
Through  hollow  snows  and  rivers  wide. 
I’ll  build  an  Indian  bower;  I  know 
Tbe  leaves  that  make  the  softest  bed : 
And,  if  from  me  thou  wilt  not  go, 

But  still  be  true  till  I  am  dead, 

My  pretty  thing  !  then  thou  shalt  sing 
As  merry  as  the  birds  in  spring. 

vir. 

“  Thy  father  cares  not  for  my  breast, 
’Tis  thine,  sweet  baby,  there  to  rest; 
’Tis  all  thine  own  ! — and  if  its  hue 
Be  changed,  that  was  so  fair  to  view, 
’Tis  fair  enough  for  thee,  my  dove  ! 

My  beauty,  little  child,  is  flown, 

But  thou  wilt  live  with  me  in  love ; 

And  what  if  my  poor  cheek  be  brown  ? 
’Tis  well  for  me  thou  canst  not  see 
How  pale  and  wan  it  else  would  be. 

VIII. 

“Dread  not  their  taunts,  my  little  Lifej 
I  am  thy  father’s  wedded  wife ; 

And  underneath  the  spreading  tree 
We  two  will  live  in  honesty. 

If  his  sweet  boy  he  could  forsake, 

With  me  he  never  would  have  stayed : 
4* 
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From  him  no  harm  mj  babe  can  take ; 

But  he,  poor  man,  is  wretched  made ; 

And  every  day  we  two  will  pray 
For  him  that’s  gone  and  far  away. 

IX. 

“  I’ll  teach  my  boy  the  sweetest  things : 

I’ll  teach  him  how  the  owlet  sings. 

My  little  babe  !  thy  lips  are  still, 

And  thou  hast  almost  sucked  thy  fill. 

— Where  art  thou  gone,  my  own  dear  child  ? 
What  wicked  looks  are  those  I  see? 

Alas  !  alas  !  that  look  so  wild, 

It  never,  never  came  from  me  : 

If  thou  art  mad,  my  pretty  lad, 

Then  I  must  be  for  ever  sad. 


x. 

“  0  smile  on  me,  my  little  lamb  1 
For  I  thy  own  dear  mother  am : 

My  love  for  thee  has  well  been  tried : 

I’ve  sought  thy  father  far  and  wide. 

I  know  the  poisons  of  the  shade ; 

I  know  the  earth-nuts  fit  for  food : 

Then,  pretty  dear,  be  not  afraid  : 

We’ll  find  thy  father  in  the  wood. 

Now  laugh  and  be  gay,  to  the  woods  away ! 
And  there,  my  babe,  we’ll  live  for  aye.” 


BEGGARS. 
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BEGGARS. 

She  had  a  tall  man’s  height  or  more; 

Her  face  from  Summer’s  noontide  heat 
No  bonnet  shaded,  but  she  wore 
A  mantle,  to  her  very  feet 
Descending  with  a  graceful  flow, 

And  on  her  head  a  cap  as  white  as  new-fallen  snow. 

Her  skin  was  of  Egyptian  brown : 

Haughty,  as  if  her  eye  had  seen 
Its  own  light  to  a  distance  thrown, 

She  towered,  fit  person  for  a  Queen 
To  lead  those  ancient  Amazonian  files ; 

Or  ruling  Bandit’s  wife  among  the  Grecian  isles. 

Advancing,  forth  she  stretched  her  hand 
And  begged  an  alms  with  doleful  plea 
That  ceased  not;  on  our  English  land 
Such  woes,  I  knew,  could  never  be ; 

And  yet  a  boon  I  gave  her,  for  the  creature 
Was  beautiful  to  see, — a  weed  of  glorious  feature. 

I  left  her,  and  pursued  my  way ; 

And  soon  before  me  did  espy 
A  pair  of  little  Boys  at  play, 

Chasing  a  crimson  butterfly ; 

The  taller  followed  with  his  hat  in  hand, 

Wreathed  round  with  yellow  flowers  the  gayest  of  the  land, 
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The  other  wore  a  rimless  crown, 

With  leaves  of  laurel  stuck  about; 

And,  while  both  followed  up  and  down, 

Each  whooping  with  a  merry  shout, 

In  their  fraternal  features  I  could  trace 
Unquestionable  lines  of  that  wild  Suppliant's  face. 

Yet  they,  so  blithe  of  heart,  seemed  fit 
For  finest  tasks  of  earth  or  air : 

Wings  let  them  have,  and  they  might  flit 
Precursors  to  Aurora’s  car, 

Scattering  fresh  flowers ;  though  happier  far,  I  ween, 

To  hunt  their  fluttering  game  o’er  rock  and  level  green. 

They  dart  across  my  path, — but  lo, 

Each  ready  with  a  plaintive  whine ! 

Said  I,  “Not  half  an  hour  ago 
Your  Mother  has  had  alms  of  mine.” 

“  That  cannot  be,”  one  answered,  “  she  is  dead  — 

I  looked  reproof, — they  saw, — but  neither  hung  his  head. 

“  She  has  been  dead,  Sir,  many  a  day.” — 

“  Hush,  boys  !  you’re  telling  me  a  lie ; 

It  was  your  Mother,  as  I  say  !” 

And,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 

“  Come  !  come  !”  cried  one,  and,  without  more  ado, 

Off  to  some  other  play  the  joyous  Vagrants  flew  ! 
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WORDSWORTH  MOUNTAIN. 

There  is  an  Eminence, — of  these  our  hills 
The  last  that  parleys  with  the  setting  sun  j 
We  can  behold  it  from  our  orchard-seat; 

And,  when  at  evening  we  pursue  our  walk 
Along  the  public  way,  this  Peak,  so  high 
Above  us,  and  so  distant  in  its  height, 

Is  visible ;  and  often  seems  to  send 
Its  own  deep  quiet  to  restore  our  hearts. 

The  meteors  make  of  it  a  favorite  haunt : 

The  star  of  Jove,  so  beautiful  and  large 
In  the  mid-heavens,  is  never  half  so  fair 
As  when  he  shines  above  it.  ’Tis  in  truth 
The  loneliest  place  we  have  among  the  clouds. 
And  she  who  dwells  with  me,  whom  I  have  loved 
With  such  communion,  that  no  place  on  earth 
Can  ever  be  a  solitude  to  me, 

Hath  to  this  lonely  Summit  given  my  Name. 


THE  OAK  AND  THE  BROOM. 

A  PASTORAL. 


I. 

Hxs  simple  truths  did  Andrew  glean 
Beside  the  babbling  rills ; 
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A  careful  student  lie  liad  been 
Among  tbe  woods  and  bills. 

One  winter’s  night,  when  through  the  trees 
The  wind  was  roaring,  on  his  knees 
His  youngest-born  did  Andrew  hold  : 

And  while  the  rest,  a  ruddy  choir, 

Were  seated  round  their  blazing  fire, 

This  Tale  the  Shepherd  told. 

n. 

“  I  saw  a  crag,  a  lofty  stone 
As  ever  tempest  beat ! 

Out  of  its  head  an  Oak  had  grown, 

A  Broom  out  of  its  feet. 

The  time  was  March,  a  cheerful  noon, — 

The  thaw-wind,  with  the  breath  of  J une, 
Breathed  gently  from  the  warm  south-west  j 
When,  in  a  voice  sedate  with  age, 

This  Oak,  a  giant  and  a  sage, 

His  neighbor  thus  addressed  : — 

hi. 

“  1  Eight  weary  weeks,  through  rock  and  clay 
Along  this  mountain’s  edge, 

The  Frost  hath  wrought  both  night  and  day, 
Wedge  driving  after  wedge. 

Look  up  !  and  think,  above  your  head 
What  trouble,  surely,  will  be  bred ; 
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Last  night  I  heard  a  crash, — ’tis  true, 

The  splinters  took  another  road ; 

I  see  them  yonder, — what  a  load 
For  such  a  thing  as  you  ! 

IV. 

“  ‘  You  are  preparing,  as  before, 

To  deck  your  slender  shape; 

And  yet,  just  three  years  back — no  more — 
You  had  a  strange  escape  : 

Down  from  yon  cliff  a  fragment  broke ; 

It  thundered  down,  with  fire  and  smoke, 
And  hitherward  pursued  its  way; 

•  This  ponderous  block  was  caught  by  me, 
And  o’er  your  head,  as  you  may  see, 

’Tis  hanging  to  this  day  ! 


v. 

“  ‘  If  breeze  or  bird  to  this  rough  steep 
Your  kind’s  first  seed  did  bear, 

The  breeze  had  better  been  asleep, 

The  bird  caught  in  a  snare  : 

For  you  and  your  green  twigs  decoy 
The  little  witless  shepherd-boy 
To  come  and  slumber  in  your  bower ; 

And,  trust  me,  on  some  sultry  noon, 

Both  you  and  he,  Heaven  knows  how  soon  ! 
Will  perish  in  one  hour. 
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VI. 

“  ‘  From  me  this  friendly  warning  take — • 
The  Broom  began  to  doze, 

And  thus,  to  keep  herself  awake, 

Did  gently  interpose  : 

<  My  thanks  for  your  discourse  are  due  ; 
That  more  than  what  you  say  is  true, 

I  know,  and  I  have  known  it  long ; 

Frail  is  the  bond  by  which  we  hold 
Our  being,  whether  young  or  old, 

Wise,  foolish,  weak,  or  strong. 

VII. 

“  ‘  Disasters,  do  the  best  we  can, 

Will  reach  both  great  and  small ; 

And  he  is  oft  the  wisest  man, 

Who  is  not  wise  at  all. 

For  me,  why  should  I  wish  to  roam  ? 
This  spot  is  my  paternal  home, 

It  is  my  pleasant  heritage ; 

My  father  many  a  happy  year 
Spread  here  his  careless  blossoms,  hero 
Attained  a  good  old  age. 

VIII. 

“  ‘  Even  such  as  his  may  be  my  lot. 
What  cause  have  I  to  haunt 
My  heart  with  terrors  ?  Am  I  not 
In  truth  a  favored  plant ! 


THE  OAK  AND  THE  BRQOM. 


49 


On  me  such  bounty  Summer  pours, 
That  I  am  covered  o’er  with  flowers; 
And,  when  the  Frost  is  in  the  sky, 
My  branches  are  so  fresh  and  gay 
That  you  might  look  at  me  and  say, 
This  Plant  can  never  die. 


IX. 

“  ‘  The  Butterfly,  all  green  and  gold, 
To  me  hath  often  flown, 

Here  in  my  blossoms  to  behold 
Wings  lovely  as  his  own. 

When  grass  is  chill  with  rain  or  dew, 
Beneath  my  shade  the  mother-ewe 
Lies  with  her  infant  lamb ;  I  see 
The  love  they  to  each  other  make, 

And  the  sweet  joy  which  they  partake, 
It  is  a  joy  to  me.’ 


x. 

“  Her  voice  was  blithe,  her  heart  was  light; 
The  Broom  might  have  pursued 
Her  speech,  until  the  stars  of  night 
Their  journey  had  renewed ; 

But  in  the  branches  of  the  Oak 
Two  ravens  now  began  to  croak 
Their  nuptial  song,  a  gladsome  air ; 

And  to  her  own  green  bower  the  breeze 
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That  instant  brought  two  stripling  bees 
To  rest  or  murmur  there. 

XI. 

“  One  night,  my  Children  !  from  the  north 
There  came  a  furious  blast ; 

At  break  of  day  I  ventured  forth, 

And  near  the  cliff  I  passed. 

The  storm  had  fallen  upon  the  Oak 
And  struck  him  with  a  mighty  stroke, 

And  whirled,  and  whirled  him  far  away ; 
And,  in  one  hospitable  cleft, 

The  little  careless  Broom  was  left 
To  live  for  many  a  day.” 


TO  A  SKYLARK. 

Up  with  me  !  up  with  me  into  the  clouds  ! 

For  thy  song,  Lark,  is  strong ; 

Up  with  me  !  up  with  me  into  the  clouds  ! 
Singing,  singing, 

With  clouds  and  sky  about  thee  ringing, 
Lift  me,  guide  me  till  I  find 
That  spot  which  seems  so  to  thy  mind ! 

I  have  walked  through  wildernesses  dreary, 
And  to-day  my  heart  is  weary ; 

Had  I  now  the  wings  of  a  Faery, 
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Up  to  thee  would  I  fly. 

There  is  madness  about  thee,  and  joy  divine 
In  that  song  of  thine ; 

Lift  me,  guide  me  high  and  high 
To  thy  banqueting-place  in  the  sky. 

Joyous  as  morning, 

Thou  art  laughing  and  scorning ; 

Thou  hast  a  nest  for  thy  love  and  thy  rest, 
And,  though  little  troubled  with  sloth, 
Drunken  Lark  !  thou  wouldst  be  loth 
To  be  such  a  traveller  as  I. 

Happy,  happy  Liver, 

With  a  soul  as  strong  as  a  mountain  river 
Pouring  out  praise  to  the  Almighty  Giver, 

Joy  and  jollity  be  with  us  both  ! 

Alas  !  my  journey,  rugged  and  uneven, 

Through  prickly  moors  or  dusty  ways  must  wind ; 
But  hearing  thee,  or  others  of  thy  kind, 

As  full  of  gladness  and  as  free  of  heaven, 

I,  with  my  fate  contented,  will  plod  on, 

And  hope  for  higher  raptures,  when  life’s  day  is 
done 
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THE  SEVEN  SISTERS; 

OR,  THE  SOLITUDE  OF  BINNORIE. 


I. 

Seven  Daughters  had  Lord  Archibald, 
All  children  of  one  mother : 

You  could  not  say  in  one  short  day 
What  love  they  bore  each  other. 

A  garland,  of  seven  lilies,  wrought ! 
Seven  Sisters  that  together  dwell ; 

But  he,  hold  Knight  as  ever  fought, 
Their  Father,  took  of  them  no  thought, 
He  loved  the  wars  so  well. 

Sing,  mournfully,  0,  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie  ! 

ii. 

Fresh  blows  the  wind,  a  western  wind, 
And  from  the  shores  of  Erin, 

Across  the  wave,  a  Rover  brave 
To  Binnorie  is  steering  : 

Right  onward  to  the  Scottish  strand 
The  gallant  ship  is  borne ; 

The  warriors  leap  upon  the  land, 

And  hark  !,  the  Leader  of  the  band 
Hath  blown  his  bugle-horn. 

Sing,  mournfully,  0,  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie  ! 


THE  SEVEN  SISTERS. 


ft? 


hi. 

Beside  a  grotto  of  their  own, 

With  boughs  above  them  closing, 

The  Seven  are  laid,  and  in  the  shade 
They  lie  like  fawns  reposing. 

But  now,  upstarting  with  affright, 

At  noise  of  man  and  steed, 

Away  they  fly  to  left,  to  right : — 

Of  your  fair  household,  Father  Knight, 
Methinks  you  take  small  heed  ! 

Sing,  mournfully,  O,  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie  ! 


IV. 

Away  the  seven  fair  Campbells  fly, 

And,  over  hill  and  hollow, 

With  menace  proud,  and  insult  loud, 

The  youthful  Rovers  follow. 

Cried  they,  “Your  Father  loves  to  roam! 
Enough  for  him  to  find 
The  empty  house  when  he  comes  home; 
For  us  your  yellow  ringlets  comb, 

For  us  be  fair  and  kind 
Sing,  mournfully,  0,  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie  ! 


v. 

Some  close  behind,  some  side  by  side. 
Like  clouds  in  stormy  weather; 
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They  run,  and  cry,  “Nay,  let  us  die, 
And  let  us  die  together.” 

A  lake  was  near ;  the  shore  was  steep ; 
There  never  foot  had  been ; 

They  ran,  and  with  a  desperate  leap 
Together  plunged  into  the  deep, 

Nor  ever  more  were  seen. 

Sing,  mournfully,  0,  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie  ! 

VI. 

The  stream  that  flows  out  of  the  lake, 
As  through  the  glen  it  rambles, 
Repeats  a  moan  o’er  moss  and  stone, 
For  those  seven  lovely  Campbells. 
Seven  little  Islands,  green  and  bare, 
Have  risen  from  out  the  deep  : 

The  fishers  say,  those  sisters  fair 
By  faeries  all  are  buried  there, 

And  there  together  sleep. 

Sing,  mournfully,  0,  mournfully, 

The  solitude  of  Binnorie  ! 


ON  SEEING  A  NEEDLE-CASE  IN  THE  FORM  OF  A  HARP. 

THE  WORK  OP  E.  M.  S. 

Frowns  are  on  every  Muse’s  face, 

Reproaches  from  their  lips  are  sent, 
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That  mimicry  should  thus  disgrace 
The  noble  Instrument. 

A  very  Harp  in  all  but  size  ! 

Needles  for  strings  in  apt  gradation ! 

Minerva’s  self  would  stigmatize 
The  un classic  profanation. 

Even  her  own  needle,  that  subdued 
Arachne’s  rival  spirit, 

Though  wrought  in  Vulcan’s  happiest  mood, 
Such  honor  could  not  merit. 

And  this,  too,  from  the  Laureate’s  Child, 

A  living  lord  of  melody  ! 

How  will  her  Sire  be  reconciled 
To  the  refined  indignity  ? 

I  spake,  when  whispered  a  low  voice : 

“  Bard  !  moderate  your  ire ; 

Spirits  of  all  degrees  rejoice 
In  presence  of  the  lyre. 

“  The  minstrels  of  Pygmean  bands, 

Dwarf  Genii,  moonlight-loving  Fays, 

Have' shells  to  fit  their  tiny  hands 
And  suit  their  slender  lays. 

“  Some,  still  more  delicate  of  ear, 

Have  lutes  (believe  my  words) 

Whose  framework  is  of  gossamer, 

While  sunbeams  are  the  chords. 
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“  Gay  Sylphs  this  miniature  will  court, 

Made  vocal  hy  their  brushing  wings, 

And  sullen  Gnomes  will  learn  to  sport 
Around  its  polished  strings ; 

“  When  strains  to  lovesick  maiden  dear, 
While  in  her  lonely  bower  she  tries 

To  cheat  the  thought  she  cannot  cheer, 

By  fanciful  embroideries. 

“  Trust,  angry  Bard  !  a  knowing  Sprite, 

Nor  think  the  Harp  her  lot  deplores ; 

Though  ’mid  the  stars  the  Lyre  shine  bright, 
Love  stoops  as  fondly  as  he  soars.” 


THE  PILGRIM’S  DREAM ; 

OR,  THE  STAR  ANp  THE  GLOWWORM. 

A  Pilgrim,  when  the  summer  day 
Had  closed  upon  his  weary  way, 

A  lodging  begged  beneath  a  castle’s  roof  ; 
But  him  the  haughty  Warder  spurned; 
And  from  the  gate  the  Pilgrim  turned, 

To  seek  such  covert  as  the  field 
Or  lieath-besprinkled  copse  might  yield, 
Or  lofty  wood,  shower-proof. 

He  paced  along;  and,  pensively. 

Halting  beneath  a  shady  tree, 


THE  PILGRIM’S  DREAM. 
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Whose  moss-grown  root  might  serve  for  couch 
or  seat. 

Fixed  on  a  Star  his  upward  eye  _ 

Then  from  the  tenant  of  the  sky 
He  turned,  and  watched,  with  kindred  look, 

A  Glowworm,  in  a  dusky  nook, 

Apparent  at  his  feet. 

The  murmur  of  a  neighboring  stream 
Induced  a  soft  and  slumbrous  dream, 

A  pregnant  dream,  within  whose  shadowy  bounds 
He  recognised  the  earth-born  Star, 

And  that  which  glittered  from  afar; 

And  (strange  to  witness  !)  from  the  frame 
Of  the  ethereal  Orb  there  came 
Intelligible  sounds. 

Much  did  it  taunt  the  humble  Light, 

That  now,  when  day  was  fled,  and  night 
Hushed  the  dark  earth,  fast  closing  weaiy  eyes, 
A  very  reptile  could  presume 
To  show  her  taper  in  the  gloom, 

As  if  in  rivalship  with  one 
Who  sat  a  ruler  on  his  throne 
Erected  in  the  skies. 

“  Exalted  Star  !”  the  Worm  replied, 

“  Abate  this  unbecoming  pride, 

Or  with  a  less  uneasy  lustre  shine ; 
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Thou  shrink’st  as  momently  thy  rays 
Are  mastered  by  the  breathing  haze ; 

While  neither  mist,  nor  thickest  cloud 
That  shapes  in  heaven  its  murky  shroud. 

Hath  power  to  injure  mine. 

“  But  not  for  this  do  I  aspire 
To  match  the  spark  of  local  fire, 

That  at  my  will  burns  on  the  dewy  lawn, 

With  thy  acknowledged  glories  ) — No  I 
Yet,  thus  upbraided,  I  may  show 
What  favors  do  attend  me  here, 

Till,  like  thyself,  I  disappear 
Before  the  purple  dawn.” 

When  this  in  modest  guise  was  said, 

Across  the  welkin  seemed  to  spread 
A  boding  sound — for  aught  but  sleep  unfit! 
Hills  quaked,  the  rivers  backward  ran ; 

That  Star,  so  proud  of  late,  looked  wan ; 

And  reeled  with  visionary  stir 
In  the  blue  depth,  like  Lucifer 
Cast  headlong  to  the  pit ! 

Fire  raged  :  and,'  when  the  spangled  floor 
Of  ancient  ether  was  no  more, 

New  heavens  succeeded,  by  the  dream  brought 
forth : 

And  all  the  happy  Souls  that  rode 
Transfigured  through  that  fresh  abode 


LOVE-LIES-BLEEDING. 
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Had  heretofore,  in  humble  trust, 

Shone  meekly  ’mid  their  native  dust, 

The  Glowworms  of  the  earth  ! 

This  knowledge,  from  an  Angel’s  voice 
Proceeding,  made  the  heart  rejoice 
Of  him  who  slept  upon  the  open  lea : 
Waking  at  morn  he  murmured  not; 

And,  till  life’s  journey  closed,  the  spot 
Was  to  the  Pilgrim’s  soul  endeared, 

Where  by  that  dream  lie  had  been  cheered 
Beneath  the  shady  tree. 


LOVE-LIES-BLEEDING. 

You  call  it,  “Love-lies-bleeding,” — rso  you  may, 
Though  the  red  Flower,  not  prostrate,  only  droops, 
As  we  have  seen  it  here  from  day  to  day, 

From  month  to  month,  life  passing  not  away : 

A  flower  how  rich  in  sadness  !  Even  thus  stoops, 
(Sentient  by  Grecian  sculpture’s  marvellous  power) 
Thus  leans,  with  hanging  brow  and  body  bent 
Earthward  in  uncomplaining  languishment, 

The  dying  Gladiator.  So,  sad  Flower ! 

(’Tis  Fancy  guides  me,  willing  to  be  led, 

Though  by  a  slender  thread,) 

So  drooped  Adonis  bathed  in  sanguine  dew 
Of  his  death-wound,  when  he  from  innocent  air 
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The  gentlest  breath  of  resignation  drew ; 

"While  Venus  in  a  passion  of  despair 
Rent,  weeping  over  him,  her  golden  hair, 

Spangled  with  drops  of  that  celestial  shower. 

She  suffered,  as  Immortals  sometimes  do ; 

Rut  pangs  more  lasting  far,  that  Lover  knew 
Who  first,  weighed  down  by  scorn,  in  some  lone  bower 
Did  press  this  semblance  of  unpitied  smart 
Into  the  service  of  his  constant  heart, 

His  own  dejection,  downcast  Flower !  could  share 
With  thine,  and  gave  the  mournful  name  which  thou 
wilt  ever  bear. 


FORM  AND  SPIRIT. 

She  was  a  Phantom  of  delight 
When  first  she  gleamed  upon  my  sight ; 
A  lovely  Apparition,  sent 
To  be  a  moment’s  ornament ; 

Her  eyes  as  stars  of  Twilight  fair; 

Like  Twilight’s,  too,  her  dusky  hair; 
But  all  things  else  about  her  drawn 
From  May-time  and  the  cheerful  Duwd  t 
A  dancing  Shape,  an  Image  gay, 

To  haunt,  to  startle,  and  waylay. 

I  saw  her  upon  nearer  view, 

A  Spirit,  yet  a  Woman  too  ! 


GYPSIES. 


Her  housjhold  motions  liglit  and  free, 

And  steps  of  virgin  liberty ; 

A  countenance  in  which  did  meet 
Sweet  records,  promises  as  sweet; 

A  Creature  not  too  bright  or  good 
For  human  nature’s  daily  food; 

For  transient  sorrows,  simple  wiles, 

Praise,  blame,  love,  kisses,  tears,  and  smiles. 

And  now  I  see  with  eye  serene 
The  very  pulse  of  the  machine ; 

A  Being  breathing  thoughtful  breath, 

A  Traveller  between  life  and  death ; 

The  reason  firm,  the  temperate  will, 
Endurance,  foresight,  strength,  and  skill; 

A  perfect  Woman,  nobly  planned, 

To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command ; 

And  yet  a  Spirit  still,  and  bright 
With  something  of  angelic  light 


GYPSIES. 

Yet  are  they  here,  the  same  unbroken  knot 
Of  human  beings,  in  the  self-same  spot ! 
Men,  women,  children,  yea,  the  frame 
Of  the  whole  spectacle  the  same  ! 

Only  their  fire  seems  bolder,  yielding  light, 
Now  deep  and  red,  the  coloring  of  night, 
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That  on  their  Gypsy  faces  falls, 

Their  bed  of  straw  and  blanket-walls. 

Twelve  hours,  twelve  bounteous  hours  are  gone,  while  I 
Have  been  a  traveller  under  open  sky, 

Much  witnessing  of  change  and  cheer, 

Yet  as  I  left  I  find  them  here  ! 

The  weary  Sun  betook  himself  to  rest ; — 

Then  issued  Yesper  from  the  fulgent  west, 

Outshining  like  a  visible  God 
The  glorious  path  in  which  he  trod. 

And  now,  ascending,  after  one  dark  hour 
And  one  night’s  diminution  of  her  power, 

Behold  the  mighty  Moon  !  this  way 
She  looks  as  if  at  them, — but  they 
Regard  not  her. — 0  better  wrong  and  strife 
(By  nature  transient)  than  this  torpid  life,- * 

Life  which  the  very  stars  reprove, 

As  on  their  silent  tasks  they  move  ! 

Yet,  witness  all  that  stirs  in  heaven  or  earth  ! 

In  scorn  I  speak  not; — they  are  what  their  birth 
And  breeding  suffer  them  to  be; 

Wild  outcasts  of  society ! 


THE  MOUNTAIN  ECHO. 
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THE  MOUNTAIN  ECHO. 

Yes,  it  was  the  mountain  Echo, 
Solitary,  clear,  profound, 

Answering  to  the  shouting  Cuckoo,- 
Giving  to  her  sound  for  sound  ! 

•#. 

Unsolicited  reply 

To  a  babbling  wanderer  sent; 

Like  her  ordinary  cry, 

Like — but  oh  !  how  different ! 

Hears  not  also  mortal  Life  ? 

Hear  not  we,  unthinking  Creatures  ! 
Slaves  of  folly,  love,  or  strife, — 
Voices  of  two  different  natures? 

Ha  ve  not  we  too  ? — yes,  we  have 
Answers,  and  we  know  not  whence) 
Echoes  from  beyond  the  grave, 
Recognised  intelligence  ! 

Such  rebounds  our  inward  ear 
Catches  sometimes  from  afar; — 
Listen,  ponder,  hold  them  dear; 

For  of  God, — of  God  they  are. 
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WATER-FOWL. 

Mark  how  the  feathered  tenants  of  the  flood, 
With  grace  of  motion  that  might  scarcely  seem 
Inferior  to  angelic,  prolong 
Their  curious  pastime  !  shaping  in  mid-air 
(And  sometimes  with  ambitious  wing  that  soars 
High  as  the  level  of  the  mountain -tops) 

A  circuit  ampler  than  the  lake  beneath, — 

Their  own  domain  ;  but  ever,  while  intent 
On  tracing  and  retracing  that  large  round, 

Their  jubilant  activity  evolves 
Hundreds  of  curves  and  circlets,  to  and  fro, 
Upward  and  downward,  progress  intricate 
Yet  unperplexed,  as  if  one  spirit  swayed 
Their  indefatigable  flight.  ’Tis  done, — 

Ten  times,  or  more,  I  fancied  it  had  ceased ; 

But  lo  the  vanished  company  again 
Ascending !  they  approach, — I  hear  their  wings, 
Faint,  faint  at  first;  and  then  an  eager  sound, 
Past  in  a  moment, — and  as  fa:  nt  again  ! 

They  tempt  the  sun  to  spor-t  amid  their  plumes ; 
They  tempt  the  water,  or  the  gleaming  ice, 

To  show  them  a  fair  image;  ’tis  themselves, 
Their  own  fair  forms,  upon  the  glimmering  plain, 
Painted  more  soft  and  fair  as  they  descend 
Almost  to  touch ; — then  up  again  aloft, 

Up  with  a  sally  and  a  flash  of  speed, 

As  if  they  scorned  both  resting-place  and  rest  1 


THE  SONNET. 
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EASTER  IN  TIIE  COUNTRY. 

WirH  each  recurrence  of  this  glorious  morn 
That  saw  the  Saviour  in  his  human  frame 
Rise  from  the  dead,  erewliile  the  Cottage-dame 
Put  oh  fresh  raiment, — till  that  hour  unworn  : 
Domestic  hands  the  home-bred  wool  had  shorn, 
And  she  who  span  it  culled  the  daintiest  fleeee, 

In  thoughtful  reverence  to  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
Whose  temples  bled  beneath  the  platted  thorn. 

A  blest  estate  when  piety  sublime 
These  humble  props  disdained  not !  0  green  dales . 
Sad  may  /be  who  heard  your  Sabbath  chime 
When  Art’s  abused  inventions  were  unknown ; 
Kind  Nature’s  various  wealth  was  all  your  own ; 
And  benefits  were  weighed  in  Reason’s  scales ! 


THE  SONNET. 

Scorn  not  the  Sonnet;  Critic,  you  have  frowned, 
Mindless  of  its  just  honors  ;  with  this  key 
Shakespeare  unlocked  his  heart;  the  melody 
Of  this  small  lute  gave  ease  to  Petrarch’s  wound ; 
A  thousand  times  this  pipe  did  Tasso  sound; 

With  it  Camoens  sootled  an  exile’s  grief; 

The  Sonnet  glittered  a  gay  myrtle  leaf 
Amid  the  cypress  with  which  Dante  crowned 
6  * 
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His  visionary  brow  :  a  glowworm  lamp, 

It  cheered  mild  Spenser,  called  from  Faery-land 
To  struggle  through  dark  ways ;  and,  when  a  damp 
Fell  round  the  path  of  Milton,  in  his  hand 
The  Thing  became  a  trumpet;  whence  he  blew 
Soul-animating  strains, — alas  !  too  few. 


MOON  AND  CLOUD. 

The  Shepherd,  looking  eastward,  softly  said, 

“  Bright  is  thy  veil,  0  Moon,  as  thou  art  bright !” 
Forthwith,  that  little  cloud,  in  ether  spread 
And  peneti'ated  all  with  tender  light, 

She  cast  away,  and  showed  her  fulgent  head 
Uncovered;  dazzling  the  beholder’s  sight 
As  if  to  vindicate  her  beauty’s  right, 

Her  beauty  thoughtlessly  disparaged. 

Meanwhile  that  veil,  removed  or  thrown  aside, 
Went  floating  from  her,  darkening  as  it  went; 

And  a  huge  mass,  to  bury  or  to  hide, 

Approached  this  glory  of  the  firmament ; 

Who  meekly  yields,  and  is  obscured, — content 
With  one  calm  triumph  of  a  modest  pride. 


THE  SOLITARY  REAPER. 
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THE  THRUSH. 

Hark  !  ;tis  the  Thrush,  undaunted,  undeprest, 

By  twilight  premature  of  cloud  and  rain; 

Nor  does  that  roaring  wind  deaden  his  strain 
Who  carols  thinking  of  his  Love  and  nest, 

And  seems,  as  more  incited,  still  more  blest. 

Thanks;  thou  hast  snapped  a  fireside  Prisoner’s  chain 
Exulting  Warbler  !  eased  a  fretted  brain, 

And  in  a  moment  charmed  my  cares  to  rest. 

Yes,  I  will  forth,  bold  Bird !  and  front  the  blast, 

That  we  may  sing  together,  if  thou  wilt, 

So  loud,  so  clear,  my  Partner  through  life’s  day 
Mute  in  her  nest  love-chosen,  if  not  love-huilt 
Like  thine,  shall  gladden,  as  in  seasons  past, 

Thrilled  by  loose  snatches  of  the  social  Lay. 


THE  SOLITARY  REAPER. 

Behold  her,  single  in  the  field, 
Yon  solitary  Highland  Lass  ! 
Reaping  and  singing  by  herself; 
Stop  here,  or  gently  pass  ! 

Alone  she  cuts  and  binds  the  grain, 
And  sings  a  melancholy  strain ; 

0  listen  !  for  the  vale  profound. 

Is  overflowing  with  the  sound 


69 


POEMS  OF  NATURE  AND  SENTIMENT. 


No  Nightingale  did  ever  chant 
More  welcome  notes  to  weary  bands 
Of  travellers  in  some  shady  haunt, 
Among  Arabian  sands : 

A  voice  so  thrilling  ne’er  was  heard 
In  spring-time  from  the  Cuckoo-bird, 
Breaking  the  silence  of  the  seas 
Among  the  farthest  Hebrides. 

Will  no  one  tell  me  what  she  sings  ?— 
Perhaps  the  plaintive  numbers  flow 
For  old,  unhappy,  far-off  things, 

And  battles  long  ago  : 

Or  is  it  some  more  humble  lay, 
Familiar  matter  of  to-day  ? 

Some  natural  sorrow,  loss,  or  pain, 
That  has  been,  and  may  be  again  ? 

Whatever  the  theme,  the  Maiden  sang 
As  if  her  song  could  have  no  ending; 

I  saw  her  singing  at  her  work, 

And  o’er  the  sickle  bending; — • 

I  listened,  motionless  and  still ; 

And,  as  I  mounted  up  the  hill, 

The  music  in  my  heart  I  bore, 

Long  after  it  was  heard  no  more. 
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THE  KING  OF  SWEDEN 

Call  not  the  royal  Swede  unfortunate, 

Who  never  did  to  Fortune  bend  the  knee ; 

Who  slighted  fear  j  rejected  steadfastly 
Temptation  j  and  whose  kingly  name  and  state 
Have  “  perished  by  his  choice,  and  not  his  fate”  ! 
flence  lives  he,  to  his  inner  self  endeared ; 

And  hence,  wherever  virtue  is  revered, 

He  sits  a  more  exalted  Potentate, 

Throned  in  the  hearts  of  men.  Should  Heaven  ordain 
That  this  great  servant  of  a  righteous  cause 
Must  still  have  sad  or  vexing  thoughts  to  endure, 
Yet  may  a  sympathizing  spirit  pause, 

Admonished  by  these  truths,  and  quench  all  pain 
In  thankful  joy  and  gratulation  pure. 


HYMN  OF  THE  HEIDELBERG  BOATMEN. 

Jestj  !  bless  our  slender  Boat, 

By  tho  current  swept  along ; 

Loud  its  threatenings, — let  them  not 
Drown  the  music  of  a  song 
Breathed  thy  mercy  to  implore, 

Where  these  troubled  waters  roar ! 
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Saviour,  for  our  warning,  seen 
Bleeding  on  that  precious  Rood  ! 

If,  while  through  the  meadows  green 
Gently  wound  the  peaceful  flood, 

,  We  forgot  Thee,  do  not  Thou 
Disregard  thy  Suppliants  now  ! 

Hither,  like  yon  ancient  Tower 
Watching  o’er  the  River’s  bed, 

Fling  the  shadow  of  thy  power, 

Else  we  sleep  among  the  dead ; 

Thou  who  trod’st  the  billowy  sea, 

Shield  us  in  our  jeopardy  ! 

Guide  our  Bark  among  the  waves ; 

Through  the  rocks  our  passage  smooth  ; 
Where  the  whirlpool  frets  and  raves, 

Let  thy  love  its  anger  soothe : 

All  our  hope  is  placed  in  Thee ; 

Miserere  Domine. ! 


LAMBS  IN  MAY. 

Life  with  yon  Lambs,  like  day,  is  just  begun, 
Yet  Nature  seems  to  them  a  heavenly  guide. 
Does  joy  approach?  they  meet  the  coming  tide; 
And  suHenness  avoid,  as  now  they  shun 


FLOWERS. 
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Pale  twilight’s  lingering  glooms,— and  iu  the  sun 
Couch  near  their  dams,  with  quiet  satisfied ; 

Or  gambol,  each  with  his  shadow  at  his  side, 
Varying  its  shape  wherever  he  may  run. 

As  they  from  turf  yet  hoar  with  sleepy  dew 
All  turn,  and  court  the  shining  and  the  green, 
Where  herbs  look  up,  and  opening  flowers  are  seen ; 
Why  to  God’s  goodness  cannot  We  he  true, 

And  so,  his  gifts  and  promises  between, 

Feed  to  the  last  on  pleasures  ever  new  ? 


FLOWERS. 

Ere  yet  our  course  was  graced  with  social  trees, 

It  lacked  not  old  remains  of  hawthorn  bowers, 
Where  small  birds  warbled  to  their  paramours ; 

And  earlier  still  was  heard  the  hum  of  bees ; 

I  saw  them  ply  their  harmless  robberies, 

And  caught  the  fragrance  which  the  sundry  flowers, 
Fed  by  the  stream  with  soft,  perpetual  showers, 
Plenteously  yielded  to  the  vagrant  breeze. 

There  bloomed  the  strawberry  of  the  wilderness; 
The  trembling  eyebright  showed  her  sapphire  blue, 
The  thyme  her  purple,  like  the  blush  of  Eveu ; 

And  if  the  breath  of  some  to  no  caress 
Invited,  forth  they  peeped  so  fair  to  view, 

AH  kinds  alike  seemed  favorites  of  heaven. 
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LINES  WRITTEN  IN  EARLY  SPRING 

I  heard  a  thousand  blended  notes, 

While  in  a  grove  I  sat  regained, 

In  that  sweet  mood  when  pleasant  thoughts 
Bring  sad  thoughts  to  the  mind. 

To  her  fair  works  did  Nature  link 
The  human  soul  that  through  me  ran ; 

And  much  it  grieved  my  heart  to  think 
What  man  has  made  of  man. 

Through  primrose  tufts,  in  that  green  bower. 
The  periwinkle  trailed  its  wreaths ; 

And  ’tis  my  faith  that  every  flower 
Enjoys  the  air  it  breathes. 

The  birds  around  me  hopped  and  played, 
Their  thoughts  I  cannot  measure  : — - 
But  the  least  motion  which  they  made, 

It  seemed  a  thrill  of  pleasure. 

The  budding  twigs  spread  out  their  fan, 

To  catch  the  breezy  air ; 

And  I  must  think,  do  all  I  can, 

That  there  was  pleasure  there. 

If  this  belief  from  heaven  be  sent, 

If  such  be  Nature’s  holy  plan, 

Have  I  not  reason  to  lament 
What  man  has  made  of  man  ? 


SIMON  LEE. 
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SIMON  LEE, 

THE  OLD  HUNTSMAN  : 

WITH  AN  INCIDENT  IN  WHICH  HE  WAS  CONCERNED 

In  the  sweet  shire  of  Cardigan, 

Not  far  from  pleasant  Ivor  Hall, 

An  old  Man  dwells,  a  little  man, — 

’Tis  said  he  once  was  tall. 

Full  five-and-thirty  years  he  lived 
A  running  huntsman  merry ; 

And  still  the  centre  of  his  cheek 
Is  red  as  a  ripe  cherry. 

No  man  like  him  the  horn  could  sound, 
And  hill  and  valley  rang  with  glee 
When  Echo  bandied,  round  and  round, 
The  halloo  of  Simon  Lee. 

In  those  proud  days,  he  little  cared 
F or  husbandry  or  tillage  ; 

To  blither’  tasks  did  Simon  rouse 
The  sleepers  of  the  village. 

He  all  the  country  could  outrun, 

Could  leave  both  man  and  horse  behind; 
And  often,  ere  the  chase  was  done, 

He  reeled,  and  was  stone-blind. 

And  still  there’s  something  in  the  world 
At  which  his  heart  rejoices, 
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For  when  the  chiming  hounds  are  out, 

He  dearly  loves  their  voices  ! 

But  0  the  heavy  change  ! — bereft 
Of  health,  strength,  friends,  and  kindred,  seel 
Old  Simon  to  the  world  is  left 
In  liveried  poverty. 

His  Master’s  dead, — and  no  one  now 
Dwells  in  the  Hall  of  Ivor; 

Men,  dogs,  and  horses,  all  are  dead, — 

He  is  the  sole  survivor. 

And  he  is  lean  and  he  is  sick ; 

His  body,  dwindled  and  awry, 

Rests  upon  ankles  swoln  and  thick ; 

His  legs  are  thin  and  dry. 

One  prop  he  has,  and  only  one : 

His  wife,  an  aged  woman, 

Lives  with  him,  near  the  waterfall, 

Upon  th«  village  Common. 

Beside  their  moss-grown  hut  of  clay, 

Not  twenty  paces  from  the  door, 

A  scrap  of  land  they  have,  but  they 
Are  poorest  of  the  poor. 

This  scrap  of  land  he  from  the  heath 
Enclosed  when  he  was  stronger ; 

But  what  to  them  avails  the  land 
M  hich  he  can  till  no  longer  ? 
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Oft,  working  by  her  Husband’s  side, 
Ruth  does  what  Simon  cannot  do ; 

For  sbe,  with  scanty  cause  for  pride, 

Is  stouter  of  the  two. 

And,  though  you  with  your  utmost  skill 
From  labor  could  not  wean  them, 

’Tis  little,  very  little,  ail 
That  they  can  do  between  them. 

Few  months  of  life  has  he  in  store, 

As  he  to  you  will  tell, 

For  still,  the  more  he  works,  the  more 
Do  his  weak  ankles  swell. 

My  gentle  Reader,  I  perceive 
How  patiently  you’ve  waited, 

And  now  I  fear  that  you  expect 
Some  tale  will  be  related. 

0  Reader  !  had  you  in  your  mind 
Such  stores  as  silent  thought  can  bring, 
0  gentle  Reader  !  you  would  find 
A  tale  in  everything. 

What  more  I  have  to  say  is  short, 

And  you  must  kindly  take  it : 

It  is  ho  tale ;  but,  should  you  think, 
Perhaps  a  tale  you’ll  make  it. 

One  summer-day  I  chanced  to  see 
This  old  Man  doing  all  he  could 
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To  unearth  the  root  of  an  old  tree, 

A  stump  of  rotten  wood. 

The  roattock  tottered  in  his  hand; 

So  vain  was  his  endeavor, 

That  at  the  root  of  the  old  tree 
He  might  have  worked  for  ever. 

“  You’re  overtasked,  good  Simon  Lee, 
Give  me  your  tool,”  to  him  I  said; 

And  at  the  word,  right  gladly  he 
Received  my  proffered  aid.  \ 

I  struck,  and  with  a  single  blow 
The  tangled  root  I  severed,  ) 

At  which  the  poor  old  Man  so  long 
And  vainly  had  endeavored. 

The  tears  into  his  eyes  were  brought, 

And  thanks  and  praises  seemed  to  run 
So  fast  out  of  his  heart,  I  thought 
They  never  would  have  done. 

— I’ve  heard  of  hearts  unkind,  kind  deeds 
With  coldness  still  returning : 

Alas  !  the  gratitude  of  men 
Hath  oftener  left  me  mourning. 

O 


A  NIGHT  THOUGHT. 

Lo  !  where  the  Moon  along  the  sky 
Sails  with  her  happy  destiny; 
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Oft  is  she  hid  from  mortal  eye, 

Or  dimly  seen, 

But  when  the  clouds  asunder  fly, 

How  bright  her  mien  ! 

Far  different  we, — a  froward  race ; 

Thousands,  though  rich  iu  Fortune’s  grace, 

With  cherished  sullenness  of  pace  • 

Their  way  pursue, 

Ingrates  that  wear  a  smileless  face 
The  whole  year  through. 

If  kindred  humors  e’er  would  make 
My  spirit  droop  for  drooping’s  sake, 

F”om  Fancy  following  in  thy  wake, 

Bright  ship  of  heaven  ! 

A  counter  impulse  let  me  take, 

And  be  forgiven. 


FIDELITY. 

A  barking  sound  the  Shepherd  hear^ 
A  cry  as  of  a  dog  or  fox ; 

He  halts, — and  searches  with  his  eyes 
Among  the  scattered  rocks  : 

And  now  at  distance  can  discern 
A  stirring  in  a  brake  of  fern; 
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And  instantly  a  clog  is  seen, 

Glancing  through  that  covert  green. 

The  Dog  is  not  of  mountain  breed ; 

Its  motions,  too,  are  wild  and  shy  ; 

With  something,  as  the  Shepherd  thinks 
Unusual  in  its  cry  : 

Nor  is  there  any  one  in  sigh 
All  round,  in  hollow  or  on  height; 

Nor  shout  nor  whistle  strikes  his  ear  ' 
What  is  the  creature  doing  here  ? 

It  was  a  cove,  a  huge  recess, 

That  keeps  till  June  December’s  snow , 

A  lofty  precipice  in  front, 

A  silent  tarn  below  ! 

Far  in  the  bosom  of  Helvellyn, 

Demote  from  public  road  or  dwelling, 
Pathway,  or  cultivated  land, — 

From  trace  of  human  foot  or  hand. 

There  sometimes  doth  a  leaping  fish 
Send  through  the  tarn  a  lonely  cheer ; 
The  crags  repeat  the  raven’s  croak, 

In  symphony  austere ; 

Thither  the  rainbow  comes,  the  cloud, 
And  mists  that  spread  the  flying  shroud ; 
And  sunbeams ;  and  the  sounding  blast, 
That,  if  it  could,  would  hurry  past; 

Put  that  enormous  barrier  holds  it  fast. 
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Not  free  from  boding  thoughts,  awhile 
The  Shepherd  stood  j  then  makes  his  way 
O’er  rocks  and  stones,  following  the  Dos: 

As  quickly  as  he  may ; 

Nor  far  had  gone  before  he  found 
A  human  skeleton  on  the  ground. 

The  appalled  Discoverer  with  a  sigh 
Looks  round,  to  learn  the  history. 

From  those  abrupt  and  perilous  rocks 
The  Man  had  fallen,  that  place  of  fear ! 

At  length  upon  the  Shepherd’s  mind 
It  breaks,  and  all  is  clear : 

He  instantly  recalled  the  name, 

And  who  he  was,  and  whence  he  came ;  , 
Remembered,  too,  the  very  day 
On  which  the  Traveller  passed  this  way. 

But  hear  a  wonder,  for  whose  sake 
This  lamentable  tale  I  tell ! 

A  lasting  monument  of  words 
This  wonder  merits  well. 

The  Dog,  which  still  was  hovering  nigh, 
Repeating  the  same  timid  cry, 

This  Dog  had  been  through  three  months’  space 
*  A  dweller  in  that  savage  place. 

Yes,  proof  was  plain  that,  since  the  day 
When  this  ill-fated  Traveller  died, 
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The  Dog  had  watched  about  the  spot, 

Or  by  his  master’s  side  : 

How  nourished  here  through  such  long  time 
He  knows  who  gave  that  love  sublime, 

.  And  gave  that  strength  of  feeling,  great 
Above  all  human  estimate  ! 


ODE  TO  DUTY. 

Stern  Daughter  of  the  Voice  of  God  1 
0  Duty  !  if  that  name  thou  love, 

Who  art  a  light  to  guide,  a  rod 
To  check  the  erring,  and  reprove ; 

Thou,  who  art  victory  and  law 
When  empty  terrors  overawe, 

From  vain  temptations  dost  set  free, 

And  calm’st  the  weary  strife  of  frail  humanity  1 

There  are  who  ask  not  if  thine  eye 
Be  on  them ;  who,  in  love  and  truth, 

Where  no  misgiving  is,  rely 
Upon  the  genial  sense  of  youth : 

Glad  hearts  !  without  reproach  or  blot ; 

Who  do  thy  work,  and  know  it  not :  % 

Oh  !  if  through  confidence  misplaced 

They  fail,  thy  saving  arms,  dread  Power  !  around  them 
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Serene  will  be  our  days  and  bright 
And  bappy  will  our  nature  be, 

When  love  is  an  unerring  light, 

And  joy  its  own  security. 

And  they  a  blissful  course  may  hold 
Even  now,  who,  not  unwisely  bold, 

Live  in  the  spirit  of  this  creed ; 

Yet  seek  thy  firm  support,  according  to  their  need. 

I,  loving  freedom,  and  untried, 

No  sport  of  every  random  gust, 

Yet  being  to  myself  a  guide, 

Too  blindly  have  reposed  my  trust : 

And  oft,  when  in  my  heart  was  heard 
Thy  timely  mandate,  I  deferred 
The  task,  in  smoother  walks  to  stray; 

But  thee  I  now  would  serve  more  strictly,  if  I  may. 

Through  no  disturbance  of  my  soul, 

Or  strong  compunction  in  me  wrought, 

I  supplicate  for  thy  control ; 

But  in  the  quietness  of  thought : 

Me  this  unchartered  freedom  tires ; 

I  feel  the  weight  of  chance-desires : 

My  hopes  no  more  must  change  their  name, 

I  long  for  a  repose  that  ever  is  the  same. 

Stern  Lawgvier  !  yet  thou  dost  wear 
The  Godhead’s  most  benignant  grace ; 
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Nor  know  we  anything  so  fair 
As  is  the  smile  upon  thy  face  : 

Flowers  laugh  before  thee  on  their  beds, 

And  fragrance  in  thy  footing  treads ; 

Thou  dost  preserve  the  stars  from  wrong ; 

And  the  most  ancient  heavens,  through  Thee,  are  fre 
and  strong. 

To  humbler  functions,  awful  Power  ! 

I  call  thee  :  I  myself  commend 
Unto  thy  guidance  from  this  hour; 

0,  let  my  weakness  have  an  end  ! 

Give  unto  me,  made  lowly  wise, 

The  spirit  of  self-sacrifice ; 

The  confidence  of*  reason  give ; 

And  in  the  light  of  truth  thy  Bondman  let  me  live  1 


CHARACTER  OF  THE  HAPPY  WARRIOR. 

Who  is  the  happy  Warrior?  Who  is  he 
That  every  man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be  ? 

— It  is  the  generous  Spirit,  who,  when  brought 
Among  the  tasks  of  real  life,  hath  wrought 
Upon  the  plan  that  pleased  his  boyish  thought : 
Whose  high  endeavors  are  an  inward  light 
That  makes  the  path  before  him  a  ways  bright : 
Who,  with  a  natural  instinct  to  discern 
What  knowledge  can  perform,  is  diligent  to  learn ; 
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Abides  by  this  resolve,  and  stops  not  there, 

But  makes  his  moral  being  his  prime  care  : 

Who,  doomed  to  go  in  company  with  Pain, 

And  Fear,  and  Bloodshed,  miserable  train  ! 
Turns  his  necessity  to  glorious  gain ; 

In  face  of  these  doth  exercise  a  power 
Which  is  our  human  nature’s  highest  dower; 
Controls  them  and  subdues,  transmutes,  bereaves 
Of  their  bad  influence,  and  their  good  receives : 
By  objects,  which  might  force  the  soul  to  abate 
Her  feeling,  rendered  more  compassionate; 

Is  placable, — because  occasions  rise 
So  often  that  demand  such  sacrifice ; 

More  skilful  in  self-knowledge,  even  more  pure, 
As  tempted  more ;  more  able  to  endure, 

As  more  exposed  to  suffering  and  distress; 
Thence,  also,  more  alive  to  tenderness. 

— ’Tis  he  whose  law  is  reason ;  who  depends 
Upon  that  law  as  on  the  best  of  friends; 
Whence,  in  a  state  where  men  are  tempted  still 
To  evil  for  a  guard  against  worse  ill, 

And  what  in  quality  or  act  is  best 
Doth  seldom  on  a  right  foundation  rest, 

He  labors  good  on  good  to  fix,  and  owes 
To  virtue  every  triumph  that  he  knows : 

— Who,  if  he  rise  to  station  of  command, 

Bises  by  open  means ;  and  there  will  stand 
On  honorable  terms,  or  else  retire, 

And  in  himself  possess  his  own  desire : 
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Who  comprehends  his  trust,  and  to  the  same 
Keeps  faithful  with  a  singleness  of  aim ; 

And  therefore  does  not  stoop,  nor  lie  in  wait 
For  wealth,  or  honors,  or  for  worldly  state; 

Whom  they  must  follow,  on  whose  head  must  fall, 
Like  showers  of  manna,  if  they  come  at  all : 

Whose  powers  shed  round  him  in  the  common  strife, 
Or  mild  concerns  of  ordinary  life, 

A  constant  influence,  a  peculiar  grace ; 

But  who,  if  he  be  called  upon  to  face 

Some  awful  moment  to  which  Heaven  lias  joined 

Great  issues,  good  or  bad  for  human  kind, 

Is  happy  as  a  Lover ;  and  attired 

With  sudden  brightness,  like  a  Man  inspired ; 

And,  through  the  heat  of  conflict,  keeps  the  law 
In  calmness  made,  and  sees  what  he  foresaw ; 

Or  if  an  unexpected  call  succeed, 

Come  when  it  will,  is  equal  to  the  need : 

■ — He  who,  though  thus  endued  as  with  a  sense 
And  faculty  for  storm  and  turbulence, 

Is  yet  a  Soul  whose  master-bias  leans 
To  homefelt  pleasures  and  to  gentle  scenes ; 

Sweet  images  !  which,  wheresoe’er  he  be, 

Are  at  his  heart ;  and  such  fidelity 
It  is  his  darling  passion  to  approve ; 

More  brave  for  this,  that  he  hath  much  to  le 
’Tis,  finally,  the  Man,  who,  lifted  high, 

Conspicuous  object  in  a  Nation’s  eye, 

Or  left  unthought  of  in  obscurity, — 
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Who,  with  a  toward  or  untoward  lot, 

Prosperous  or  adverse,  to  his  wish  or  not, 

Plays,  in  the  many  games  of  life,  that  one 
Where  what  he  most  doth  value  must  he  won : 
Whom  neither  shape  of  danger  can  dismay, 

Nor  thought  of  tender  happiness  betray; 

Who,  not  content  that  former  worth  stand  fast, 
Looks  forward,  persevering  to  the  last, 

From  well  to  better,  daily  self-surpast : 

Who,  whether  praise  of  him  must  walk  the  earth 
For  ever,  and  to  noble  deeds  give  birth, 

Or  he  must  fall,  to  sleep  without  his  fame, 

And  leave  a  dead,  unprofitable  name, 

Finds  comfort  in  himself  and  in  his  cause; 

And,  while  the  mortal  mist  is  gathering,  draws 
His  breath  in  confidence  of  Heaven’s  applause'— 
This  is  the  happy  W arrior ;  this  is  he 
That  every  Man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be. 


THE  LABORER’S  NOONDAY  HYMN. 

Up  to  the  throne  of  God  is  borne 
The  voice  of  praise  at  early  morn, 
And  he  accepts  the  punctual  hymn 
Sung  as  the  light  of  day  grows  dim. 

Nor  will  he  turn  his  ear  aside 
From  holy  offerings  at  noontide : 
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Then,  here  reposing  let  us  raise 
A  song  of  gratitude  and  praise. 

What  though  our  burden  be  not  light, 

We  need  not  toil  from  morn  to  night ; 

The  respite  of  the  midday  hour 
Is  in  the  thankful  Creature’s  power. 

Blest  are  the  moments,  doubly  blest, 

Tha+  drawn  from  this  one  hour  of  rest, 

Are  with  a  ready  heart  bestowed 
Upon  the  service  of  our  God  ! 

Each  field  is  then  a  hallowed  spot, 

An  altar  is  in  each  man’s  cot, 

A  church  in  every  grove  that  spreads 
Its  living  roof  above  our  heads. 

Look  up  to  Heaven  !  the  industrious  Sun 
Already  half  his  race  hath  run ; 

He  cannot  halt  nor  go  astray, 

But  our  immortal  spirits  may. 

Lord !  since  his  rising  in  the  east, 

If  we  have  faltered  or  transgressed, 

Guide,  from  thy  love’s  abundant  source, 

What  yet  remains  of  this  day’s  course  : 

Help  with  thy  grace,  through  life’s  short  day, 
Our  upward  and  our  downward  way ; 
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And  glorify  for  us  the  west, 
When  we  shall  sink  to  final  rest. 


ODE, 

COMPOSED  ON  MAT  MORNING. 

While  from  the  purpling  east  departs 
The  star  that  led  the  dawn, 

Blithe  Flora  from  her  couch  upstarts, 

For  May  is  on  the  lawn. 

A  quickening  hope,  a  freshening  glee, 

Foreran  the  expected  Power, 

Whose  first-drawn  breath  from  bush  and  tree 
Shakes  off  that  pearly  shower. 

All  Nature  welcomes  her  whose  sway 
Tempers  the  year’s  extremes  ; 

Who  scattereth  lustres  o’er  noonday 
Like  morning’s  dewy  gleams; 

While  mellow  warble,  sprightly  trill, 

The  tremulous  heart  excite, 

„And  hums  the  balmy  air  to  still 
The  balance  of  delight. 

Time  was,  blest  Power  !  when  youths  and  maids 
At  peep  of  down  would  rise, 

And  wander  forth,  in  forest  glades 
Thy  birth  to  solemnize. 
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Though  mute  the  song,  to  grace  the  rite, 
Untouched  the  hawthorn  bough, 

Thy  Spirit  triumphs  o’er  the  slight; 

Man  changes,  but  not  Thou  1 

Thy  feathered  lieges  hill  and  wings 
In  love’s  disport  employ ; 

Warmed  by  thy  influence,  creeping  things 
Awake  to  silent  joy  : 

Queen  art  thou  still  for  each  gay  plant 
Where  the  slim  wild  deer  roves, 

And  served  in  depths  where  fishes  haunt 
Their  own  mysterious  groves'. 

Cloud-piercing  peak,  and  trackless  beach. 

Instinctive  homage  pay; 

Nor  wants  the  dim-lit  cave  a  wreath 

To  honor  thee,  sweet  May  ! 

Where  cities  fanned  by  thy  brisk  airs 

Behold  a  smokeless  sky, 

* 

Their  puniest  flower-pot  nursling  dares 
To  open  a  bright  eye. 

And  if,  on  this  thy  natal  morn, 

The  pole,  from  which  thy  name 
Hath  not  departed,  stands  forlorn 
Of  song  and  dance  and  game ; 

Still  from  the  village-green  a  vow 
Aspires  to  thee  addrest, 
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Wherever  peace  is  on  tlje  brow, 

Or  love  within  the  breast. 

Yes  !  where  Love  nestles  thou  canst  teach 
The  soul  to  love  the  more ; 

Hearts  also  shall  thy  lessons  reach 
That  never  loved  before. 

Stripped  is  the  haughty  one  of  pride, 

The  bashful  freed  from  fear, 

While  rising,  like  the  ocean-tide, 

In  flows  the  joyous  year. 

Hush,  feeble  lyre  !  weak  words  refuse 
The  service  to  prolong  ! 

To  yon  exulting  thrush  the  Muse 
Intrusts  the  imperfect  song  : 

His  voice  shall  chant,  in  accents  cle^:, 
Throughout  the  livelong  day, 

,  Till  the  first  silver  star  appear, 

The  sovereignty  of  May. 


GOLD  AND  SILVER  FISHES  IN  A  VASE 

The  soaring  lark  is  blest  as  proud 
When  at  heaven’s  gate  she  sings ; 

The  roving  bee  proclaims  aloud 
Her  flight  by  vocal  wings ; 
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While  ye,  in  lasting  durance  pent, 
Your  silent  lives  employ 
For  something  more  than  dull  content. 
Though  haply  less  than  joy. 

Yet  might  your  glassy  prison  seem 
A  place  where  joy  is  known, 

Where  golden  flash  and  silver  gleam 
Have  meanings  of  their  own ; 
While,  high  and  low,  and  all  about, 
Your  motions,  glittering  Elves  1 
Ye  weave, — no  danger  from  without, 
And  peace  among  yourselves. 

Type  of  a  sunny  human  breast 
Is  your  transparent  ceil ; 

Where  Fear  is  but  a  transient  guest, 
No  sullen  Humors  dwell ; 

Where,  sensitive  of  every  ray 
That  smites  this  tiny  sea, 

Your  scaly  panoplies  repay 
The  loan  with  usury. 

How  beautiful ! — Yet  none  knows  why 
This  ever-graceful  change, 

Renewed,  renewed  incessantly, 

Within  your  quiet  range. 

Is  it  that  ye  with  conscious  sk’ll 
For  mutual  pleasure  glide; 
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And  sometimes,  not  without  your  will, 

Are  dwarfed,  or  magnified  ? 

Fays,  Genii  of  gignatic  size  ! 

And  now,  in  twilight  dim, 

Clustering  like  constellated  eyes, 

In  wings  of  Cheruhim, 

When  the  fierce  orbs  abate  their  glare  j— 
Whate’er  your  forms  express, 

Whate’er  ye  seem,  whate’er  ye  are,-— 

All  leads  to  gentleness. 

Cold  though  your  nature  be,  ’tis  pure $ 

Your  birthright  is  a  fence 
From  all  that  haughtier  kinds  endure 
Through  tyranny  of  sense. 

Ah  !  not  alone  by  colors  bright 
Are  ye  to  heaven  allied, 

When,  like  essential  forms  of  light, 

Ye  mingle,  or  divide. 

For  day-dreams  soft  as  e’er  beguiled 
Day-thoughts  while  limbs  repose ; 

For  moonlight  fascinations  mild, 

Your  gift,  ere  shutters  close, — 

Accept,  mute  Captives  !  thanks  and  praise ; 

And  may  this  tribute  prove 
That  gentle  admirations  raise 
Delight  resembling  love. 
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THE  GLEANER, 

(suggested  by  a  picture.) 

That  happy  gleam  of  vernal  eyes, 

Those  locks  from  summer’s  golden  skies, 

That  o’er  thy  brow  are  shed ; 

That  cheek, — a  kindling  of  the  morn, — 

That  lip, — a  rose-bud  from  the  thorn, — 

I  saw j  and  Fancy  sped 

To  scenes  Arcadian,  whispering,  through  soft  air, 
Of  bliss  that  grows  without  a  care, 

And  happiness  that  never  flies, — 

(How  can  it  where  love  never  dies  ?) — 
Whispering  of  promise,  where  no  blight 
Can  reach  the  innocent  delight) 

Where  pity,  to  the  mind  conveyed 
In  pleasure,  is  the  darkest  shade 
That  Time,  uuwrinkled  grandsire,  flings 
From  his  smoothly  gliding  wings. 

What  mortal  form,  what  earthly  face, 

Inspired  the  pencil,  lines  to  trace, 

And  mingle  colors,  that  should  breed 
Such  rapture,  nor  want  power  to  feed  5 
For  had  thy  charge  been  idle  flowers, 

Fair  Damsel!  o’er  my  captive  mind, 

To  tnrth  and  sober  reason  blind. 
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’Mid  that  soft  air,  those  long-lost  bowers, 

The  sweet  illusion  might  have  hung,,  for  hours 

Thanks  to  this  tell-tale  sheaf  of  corn, 

That  touchingly  bespeaks  thee  born 
Life’s  daily  tasks  with  them  to  share 
Who,  whether  from  their  lowly  bed 
They  rise,  or  rest  the  weary  head, 

Ponder  the  blessing  they  entreat 
From  Heaven,  and  fed  what  they  repeat, 
While  they  give  utterance  to  the  prayer 
That  asks  for  daily  bread. 


GOODY  BLAKE  AND  HARRY  GILL. 

A  TRUE  STORT. 

0,  what’s  the  matter?  what’s  the  matter? 
What  is’t  that  ails  young  Harry  Gill  ? 

That  evermore  his  teeth  they  chatter, 
Chatter,  chatter,  chatter  still ! 

Of  waistcoats  Harry  has  no  lack, 

Good  duffle  gray,  and  flannel  fine  j 
He  has  a  blanket  on  his  back, 

And  coats  enough  to  smother  nine. 

In  March,  December,  and  in  July, 

’Tis  all  the  same  with  Harry  Gill ; 
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The  neighbors  tell,  and  tell  you  truly. 

His  teeth  they  chatter,  chatter  still. 

At  night,  at  morning,  and  at  noon, 

’Tis  all  the  same  with  Harry  Gill ;  ^ 

Beneath  the  sun,  beneath  the  moon, 

His  teeth  they  chatter,  chatter  still ! 

Young  Harry  was  a  lusty  drover, 

And  who  so  stout  of  limb  as  he  ? 

His  cheeks  were  red  as  ruddy  clover ; 

His  voice  was  like  the  voice  of  three 
Old  Goody  Blake  was  old  and  poor; 

Ill  fed  she  was  and  thinly  clad ; 

And  any  man  who  passed  her  door 
Might  see  how  poor  a  hut  she  had. 

All  day  she  spun  in  her  poor  dwelling : 

And  then  her  three  hours’  work  at  night, 

Alas !  ’twas  hardly  worth  the  telling, 

It  would  not  pay  for  candle-light. 

Remote  from  sheltered  village-green, 

On  a  hill’s  northern  side  she  dwelt, 

Where  from  sea-blasts  the  hawthorns  leaa. 

And  hoary  dews  are  slow  to  melt. 

By  the  same  fire  to  boil  their  pottage, 

Two  poor  old  Dames,  as  I  have  known, 

Will  often  live  in  one  small  cottage ; 

But  she,  poor  Woman  !  housed  alone. 
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’Twas  well  enough,  when  summer  came, 
The  long,  warm,  lightsome  summer-day; 
Then  at  her  door  the  canty  Dame 
*  Would  sit,  as  any  linnet  gay. 

But  when  the  ice  our  streams  did  fetter, 

0  then  how  her  old  bones  would  shake ! 
You  would  have  said,  if  you  had  met  her, 
’Twas  a  hard  time  for  Goody  Blake. 

Her  evenings  then  were  dull  and  dead : 
Sad  case  it  was,  as  you  may  think, 

For  very  cold  to  go  to  bed, 

And  then  for  cold  not  sleep  a  wink. 

0  joy  for  her  !  whene’er  in  winter 
The  winds  at  night  had  made  a  rout, 

And  scattered  many  a  lusty  splinter 
And  many  a  rotten  bough 'about. 

Yet  never  had  she,  well  or  sick, 

As  every  man  who  knew  her  says, 

A  pile  beforehand,  turf  or  stick, 

Enough  to  warm  her  for  three  days. 

Now,  when  the  frost  was  past  enduring, 
And  made  her  poor  old  bones  to  ache, 
Cculd  anything  be  more  alluring 
Than  an  old  hedge  to  Goody  Blake  ? 

And,  now  and  then,  it  must  be  said, 

When  her  aid  bones  were  cold  and  chill, 
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She  left  her  fire,  or  left  her  bed, 

To  seek  the  hedge  of  Harry  Gill  1 

Now  Harry  he  had  long  suspected 
This  trespass  of  old  Goody  Blake ; 

And  vowed  that  she  should  he  detected,— 
That  he  on  her  would  vengeance  take. 

And  oft  from  his  warm  fire  he’d  go, 

And  to  the  fields  his  road  would  take ; 

And  there,  at  night,  in  frost  and  snow, 

He  watched  to  seize  old  Goody  Blake. 

And  once,  behind  a  rick  of  barley, 

Thus  looking  out  did  Harry  stand : 

The  moon  was  full  and  shining  clearly, 
And  crisp  with  frost  the  stubble  land. 
—He  hears  a  noise, — he’s  all  awake,— 
Again  ? — on  tiptoe  down  the  hill 
He  softly  creeps, — ’tis  Goody  Blake ; 
She’s  at  the  hedge  of  Harry  Gill ! 

Right  glad  was  he  when  he  beheld  her  • 
Stick  after  stick  did  Goody  pull : 

He  stood  behind  a  bush  of  elder, 

Till  she  had  filled  her  apron  full. 

When  with  her  load  she  turned  about, 
The  by-way  back  again  to  take, 

He  started  forward  with  a  shout, 

And  sprang  upon  poor  Goody  Blake. 
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And  fiercely  by  the  arm  he  took  her, 

And  by  the  arm  he  held  her  fast, 

And  fiercely  by  the  arm  he  shook  her. 
And  cried,  “  I’ve  caught  you  then  at  last 
Then  Goody,  who  had  nothing  said, 

Her  bundle  from  her  lap  let  fall ; 

And,  kneeling  on  the  sticks,  she  prayed 
To  God  that  is  the  judge  of  all. 

She  prayed,  her  withered  hand  uprearing, 
While  Harry  held  her  by  the  arm, — 

“  God  !  who  art  never  out  of  hearing, 

0  may  he  never  more  be  warm  l” 

The  cold,  cold  moon  above  her  head, 

Thus  on  her  knees  did  Goody  pray : 
Young  Harry  heard  what  she  had  said  ; 
And  icy  cold  he  turned  away. 

He  went  complaining  all  the  morrow 
That  he  was  cold  and  very  chill : 

His  face  was  gloom,  his  heart  was  sorrow, 
Alas  !  that  day  for  Harry  Gill ! 

That  day  he  wore  a  riding-coat, 

But  not  a  whit  the  warmer  he  : 

Another  was  on  Thursday  brought, 

And  ere  the  Sabbath  he  had  three. 

’Twas  all  in  vain,  a  useless  matter, 

And  blaokets  were  about  him  pinned; 
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Yet  still  his  jaws  and  teeth  they  clatter, 
Like  a  loose  casement  in  the  wind. 

And  Harry’s  flesh  it  fell  away ; 

And  all  who  see  him  say  ’tis  plain, 
That,  live  as  long  as  live  he  may, 

He  never  will  he  warm  again. 

No  word  to  any  man  he  utters, 

Abed  or  up,  to  young  or  old ; 

But  ever  to  himself  he  mutters, 

“  Poor  Harry  Hill  is  very  cold.” 

Abed  or  up,  by  night  or  day, 

His  teeth  they  chatter,  chatter  still. 
Now  think,  ye  farmers  all,  I  pray, 

Of  Hoody  Blake  and  Harry  Gill ! 


GRACE  DARLING. 

Among  the  dwellers  in  the  silent  fields 
The  natural  heart  is  touched,  and  public  way 
And  crowded  street  resound  with  ballad  strains, 
Inspired  by  one  whose  very  name  bespeaks 
Favor  divine,  exalting  human  love; 

Whom,  since  her  birth  on  bleak  Northumbria’s  coast, 
Known  unto  few,  but  prized  as  far  as  kuown, 

A  single  Act  endears  to  high  and  low 

Through  the  whole  land; — to  Manhood,  moved  in  spite 
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Of  the  world’s  freezing  cares ;  to  generous  Fouth ; 
To  Infancy,  that  lisps  her  praise ;  to  Age 
Whose  eye  reflects  it,  glisteuing  through  a  tear 
Of  tremulous  admiration.  Such  true  fame 
Awaits  her  now  ;  but,  verily,  good  deeds 
Do  no  imperishable  record  find, 

Save  in  the  rolls  of  heaven,  where  hers  may  lire 
A  theme  for  angels,  when  they  celebrate 
The  high-souled  virtues  which  forgetful  earth 
Has  witnessed.  0  that  winds  and  waves  could  speak 
Of  things  which  their  united  power  called  forth 
From  the  pure  depths  of  her  humanity! 

A  Maiden  gentle,  yet,  at  duty’s  call, 

Firm  and  unflinching  as  the  Lighthouse  reared 
On  the  Island-rock,  her  lonely  dwelling-place ; 

Or  like  the  invincible  Rock  itself,  that  braves, 

Age  after  age,  the  hostile  elements, 

As  when  it  guarded  holy  Cuthbert’s  cell. 

All  night  the  storm  had  raged,  nor  ceased,  nor  paused, 
When,  as  day  broke,  the  Maid,  through  misty  air, 
Espies  far  off  a  Wreck,  amid  the  surf, 

BeatiDg  on  one  of  those  disastrous  isles, — 

Half  of  a  Vessel,  half, — no  more;  the  rest 
Had  vanished,  swallowed  up  with  all  that  there 
Had  for  the  common  safety  striven  in  vain, 

Or  thither  thronged  for  refuge.  With  quick  g.aiice 
Daughter  and  Sire  through  optic-glass  discern, 
Clinging  about  the  remnant  of  this  Ship, 
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Creatures — how  precious  in  the  Maiden’s  sight ! 

For  whom,  belike,  the  old  Man  grieves  still  more 
Than  for  their  fellow-sufferers  ingulfed 
Where  every  parting  agony  is  hushed, 

And  hope  and  fear  mis  not  in  further  strife. 

“  But  courage,  Father  !  let  us  out  to  sea, — 

A  few  may  yet  be  saved.”  The  Daughter’s  words, 
Her  earnest  tone,  and  look  beaming  with  faith, 
Dispel  the  Father’s  doubts :  nor  do  they  lack 
The  noble-minded  Mother’s  helping  hand 
To  launch  the  boat;  and  with  her  blessing  cheered, 
And  inwardly  sustained  by  silent  prayer, 

Together  they  put  forth,  Father  and  Child  ! 

Each  grasps  an  oar,  and  struggling  on  they  go, — 
Bivals  in  effort;  and,  alike  intent 
Here  to  elude  and  there  surmount,  they  watch 
The  billows  lengthening,  mutually  crossed 
And  shattered,  and  regathering  their  might; 

As  if  the  tumult  by  the  Almighty’s  will 
Were,  in  the  conscious  sea,  roused  and  prolonged, 
That  woman’s  fortitude — so  tried,  so  proved — 

May  brighten  more  and  more  ! 

True  to  the  mark, 

They  stem  the  current  of  that  perilous  gorge, 

Their  arms  still  strengthening  with  the  strengthening 
heart, 

Though  danger,  as  the  Wreck  is  neared,  becomes 
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More  imminent.  Not  unseen  do  they  approach ; 

And  rapture,  with  varieties  of  fear 
Incessantly  conflicting,  thrills  the  frames 
Of  those  who,  in  that  dauntless  energy, 

Foretaste  deliverance ;  but  the  least  perturbed 
Can  scarcely  trust  his  eyes,  when  he  perceives 
That  of  the  pair, — tossed  on  the  waves  to  bring 
Hope  to  the  hopeless,  to  the  dying,  life — 

One  is  a  Woman,  a  poor  earthly  sister, 

Or,  be  the  Visitant  other  than  she  seems, 

A  guardian  Spirit  sent  from  pitying  Heaven, 

In  woman’s  shape.  But  why  prolong  the  tale, 

Casting  weak  words  amid  a  host  of  thoughts 
Armed  to  repel  them  ?  Every  hazard  faced 
And  difficulty  mastered,  with  resolve 
That  no'  one  breathing  should  be  left  to  per;sh, 

This  last  remainder  of  the  crew  are  all 
Placed  in  the  little  boat,  then  o’er  the  deep 
Are  safely  borne,  landed  upon  the  beach, 

And,  in  fulfilment  of  God’s  mercy,  lodged 
Within  the  sheltering  Lighthouse. — Shout,  ye  Waves! 
Send  forth  a  song  of  triumph.  Waves  and  Winds, 
Exult  in  thi’  deliverance  wrought  through  faith 
In  Him  whose  Providence  your  rage  hath  served ! 

Ye  screaming  Sea-mews,  in  the  concert  join! 

And  would  that  some  immortal  Voice — a  Voice 
Fitly  attuned  to  all  that  gratitude 
Breathes  out  from  floor  or  couch,  through  pallid  lins 
9  * 
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Of  tlie  survivors — to  the  clouds  might  bear, — 
Blended  with  praise  of  that  parental  love, 

Beneath  whose  watchful  eye  the  Maiden  grew 
Pious  and  pure,  modest  and  yet  so  brave, 

Though  young  so  wise,  though  meek  so  resolute,— 
Might  carry  to  the  clouds  and  to  the  stars, 

Yea  to  celestial  Choirs,  Grace  Darling’s  name ! 


QUESTIONS  AND  ANSWERS. 

Hopes,  what  are  they  ? — Beads  of  morning 
Strung  on  slender  blades  of  grass ; 

Or  a  spider’s  web  adorning 
In  a  strait  and  treacherous  pass. 

What  are  fears  but  voices  airy, 

Whispering  harm  where  harm  is  not, 

And  deluding  the  unwary 
Till  the  fatal  bolt  is  shot  ? 

What  is  glory  ? — in  the  socket 
See  how  dying  tapers  fare  ! 

What  is  pride  ? — a  whizzing  rocket 
That  would  emulate  a  star. 

What  is  friendship  ? — do  not  trust  her. 

Nor  the  vows  which  she  has  made; 
Diamonds  dart  their  brightest  lustre 
From  a  palsy-shaken  head. 


THE  ONLY  TRUE. 
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What  is  truth? — a  staff  rejected; 

Duty  ? — an  unwelcome  clog ; 

Joy  ? — a  moon  by  fits  reflected 
In  a  swamp  or  watery  hog ; 

Bright,  as  if  through  ether  steering, 

To  the  Traveller’s  eye  it  shone : 

He  hath  hailed  it  reappearing, — 

And  as  quickly  it  is  gone ; 

Such  is  Joy, — as  quickly  hidden, 

Or  misshapen  to  the  sight, 

And  by  sullen  weeds  forbidden 
To  resume  its  native  light. 

What  is  youth  ? — a  dancing  billow, 

(Winds  behind,  and  rocks  before  !) 

Age  ? — a  drooping,  tottering  willow 
On  a  flat  and  lazy  shore. 

#What  is  peace? — when  pain  is  over 
And  love  ceases  to  rebel, 

Let  the  last  faint  sight  discover 
That  precedes  the  passing-knell ! 


THE  ONLY  TRUE. 

Not  seldom,  clad  in  radiant  vest, 
Deceitfully  goes  forth  the  Morn ; 
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Not  seldom  Evening  in  the  west 
Sinks  smilingly  forsworn. 

The  smoothest  seas  will  sometimes  prove, 
To  the  confiding  Bark,  untrue; 

And,  if  she  trust  the  stars  above, 

They  can  be  treacherous  too. 

The  umbrageous  Oak,  in  pomp  outspread, 
Full  oft,  when  storms  the  welkin  rend,  ‘ 
Draws  lightning  down  upon  the  head 
It  promised  to  defend. 

But  Thou  art  true,  incarnate  Lord, 

Who  didst  vouchsafe  for  man  to  die ; 

Thy  smile  is  sure,  thy  plighted  word 
No  change  can  falsify  ! 

I  bent  before  thy  gracious  throne, 

And  asked  for  peace  on  suppliant  knee ; 
And  peace  was  given, — nor  peace  alone, 
But  faith  sublimed  to  ecstasy  ! 


LINES  WRITTEN  WHILE  SAILING  IN  A  BOAT  AT 
EVENING. 

How  richly  glows  the  water’s  breast 
Before  us,  tinged  with  evening  hues, 

While,  facing  thus  the  crimson  west, 

The  boat  her  silent  course  pursues  I 
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And  see  how  dark  the  backward  stream, 

A  little  moment  past  so  smiling  ! 

And  still,  perhaps,  with  faithless  gleam, 

Some  other  loiterers  beguiling. 

Such  views  the  youthful  Bard  allure  j 
But,  heedless  of  the  following  gloom, 

He  deems  their  colors  shall  endure  ' 

Till  peace  go  with  him  to  the  tomb. 

— And  let  him  nurse  his  fond  deceit, 

And  what  if  he  must  die  in  sorrow ! 

Who  would  not  cherish  dreams  so  sweet, 
Though  grief  and  pain  may  come  to-morrow  ? 


TO  H.  C. 

SIX  TEARS  OlD. 

O  thou  !  whose  fancies  from  afar  are  brought; 

Who  of  thy  words  dost  make  a  mock  apparel, 

And  fittest  to  unutterable  thought 

The  breeze-like  motion  and  the  self-born  carol ; 

Thou  faery  voyager  !  that  dost  float 

In  such  clear  water,  that  thy  boat 

May  rather  seem 

To  brood  on  air  than  on  an  earthly  stream ; 
Suspended  in  a  stream  as  clear  as  sky, 

Whe  e  earth  and  heaven  do  make  one  imagery ; 
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0  blessed  vision  !  happy  child  ! 

Thou  art  so  exquisitely  wild, 

I  think  of  thee  with  many  fears 

For  what  may  be  thy  lot  in  future  years. 

I  thought  of  times  when  Pain  might  be  thy  guest, 
Lord  of  thy  house  and  hospitality ; 

And  Grief,  uneasy  lover !  never  rest 
But  when  she  sat  within  the  touch  of  thee. 

0  too  industrious  folly  ! 

O  vain  and  causeless  melancholy  ! 

Nature  will  either  end  thee  quite; 

Or,  lengthening  out  thy  season  of  delight, 
Preserve  for  thee,  by  individual  right, 

A  young  lamb's  heart  among  the  full-grown  flocks. 
What  hast  thou  to  do  with  sorrow, 

Or  the  injuries  of  to-morrow? 

Thou  art  a  dew-drop,  which  the  morn  brings  forth, 
Ill  fitted  to  sustain  unkindly  shocks, 

Or  to  be  trailed  along  the  soiling  earth ; 

A  gem  that  glitters  while  it  lives, 

And  no  forewarning  gives ; 

But,  at  the  touch  of  wrong,  without  a  strife 
Slips  in  a  moment  out  of  life. 


A  MORNING  EXERCISE. 

Fancy,  who  leads  the  pastimes  of  the  glad, 
Full  oft  is  phased  a  waywTard  dart  to  throw ; 
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Sending  sad  shadows  after  things  not  sad, 
Peopling  the  harmless  fields  with  signs  of  woe : 
Beneath  her  sway,  a  simple  forest  cry 
Becomes  an  echo  of  man’s  misery. 

Blithe  ravens  croak  of  death ;  and  when  the  owl 
Tries  his  two  voices  for  a  favorite  strain, — 
Tu-whit !  Tu-whoo  ! — the  unsuspecting  fowl 
Porebodes  mishap  or  seems  but  to  complain; 
Fancy,  intent  to  harass  and  annoy, 

Can  thus  pervert  the  evidence  of  joy. 

Through  border  wilds  where  naked  Indians  stray, 
Myriads  of  notes  attest  her  subtle  skill ; 

A  feathered  taskmaster  cries,  “  Work  away  !” 
And,  in  thy  iteration,  “  Whip  poor  Will 
Is  heard  the  spirit  of  a  toil-worn  slave, 

Lashed  out  of  life,  not  quiet  in  the  grave 

What  wonder  ?  at  her  bidding,  ancient  lays 
Steeped  in  dire  grief  the  voice  of  Philomel; 

And  that  fleet  messenger  of  summer  days, 

The  Swallow,  twittered  subject  to  like  spell; 

But  ne’er  could  Fancy  bend  the  buoyant  Lark 
To  melancholy  service. — Hark  !  0  hark  ! 

The  daisy  sleeps  upon  the  dewy  lawn, 

Not  lifting  yet  the  head  that  evening  bowed ; 

But  He  is  risen,  a  later  star  of  dawn, 

Glittering  and  twinkling  near  yon  rosy  cloud ; 
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Bright  gem  instinct  with  music,  vocal  spark ; 

The  happiest  bird  that  sprang  out  of  the  Ark ! 

Hail,  blest  above  all  kinds  ! — Supremely  skilled 
Restless  with  fixed  to  balance,  high  with  low, 

Thou  leav’st  the  halcyon  free  her  hopes  to  build 
On  such  forbearance  as  the  deep  may  show  ; 
Perpetual  flight,  unchecked  by  earthly  ties, 

Leav’st  to  the  wandering  bird  of  paradise. 

%  Faithful,  though  swift  as  lightning,  the  meek  Dove 
Yet  more  hath  Nature  reconciled  in  thee; 

So  constant  with  thy  downward  eye  of  love, 

Yet,  in  aerial  singleness,  so  free ; 

So  humble,  yet  so  ready  to  rejoice 
In  power  of  wing  and  never-wearied  voice. 

To  the  last  point  of  vision,  and  beyond, 

Mount,  daring  warbler  ! — that  love-prompted  strain 
(’Twixt  thee  and  thine  a  never-failing  bond) 

Thrills  not  the  less  the  bosom  of  the  plain : 

Yet  might’st  thou  seem,  proud  privilege  !  to  sing 
All  independent  of  the  leafy  spring. 

How  would  it  please  old  Ocean  to  partake, 

With  sailors  longing  for  a  breeze  in  vain, 

The  harmony  thy  notes  most  gladly  make, 

Where  earth  resembles  most  his  own  domain  ! 
Urania’s  self  might  welcome  with  pleased  ear 
These  matins  mounting  towards  her  native  sphere. 


THE  DANISH  BOY 


Chanter  by  heaven  attracted,  whom  no  bars 
To  daylight  known  deter  from  that  pursuit, 

’Tis  well  that  some  sage  instinct,  when  the  stars 
Come  forth  at  evening,  keeps  thee  still  and  mute 
For  not  an  eyelid  could  to  sleep  incline 
Wert  thou  among  them,  singing  as  they  shine ! 


THE  DANISH  BOY. 


Between  two  sister  moorland  rills 
There  is  a  spot  that  seems  to  lie 
Sacred  to  flowerets  of  the  hills, 

And  sacred  to  the  sky. 

And  in  this  smooth  and  open  dell 
There  is  a  tempest-stricken  tree  ; 

A  corner-stone  by  lightning  cut, 

The  last  stone  of  a  lonely  hut; 

And  in  this  dell  you  see 
A  thing  no  storm  can  e’er  destroy, 
The  shadow  of  a  Danish  Boy. 

ii. 

In  clouds  above,  the  lark  is  heard, 
But  drops  not  here  to  earth  for  rest; 
Within  this  lonesome  nook  the  bird 
Did  never  build  her  nest. 
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No  beast,  no  bird,  batb  bere  bis  borne; 
Bees,  wafted  on  tbe  breezy  air, 

Pass  bigb  above  those  fragrant  bells 
To  other  flowers : — to  other  dells 
Their  burdens  do  they  bear ; 

The  Banish  Boy  walks  here  alone : 

The  lovely  dell  is  all  his  own. 

hi. 

A  Spirit  of  noonday  is  he ; 

Yet  seems  a  form  of  flesh  and  blood ; 
Nor  piping  shepherd  shall  he  be, 

Nor  herdboy  of  the  wood. 

A  regal  vest  of  fur  he  wears, 

In  color  like  a  raven’s  wing  • 

It  fears  not  rain,  nor  wind,  nor  dew; 
But  in  the  storm  ’tis  fresh  and  blue 
As  budding  pines  in  Spring ; 

His  helmet  has  a  vernal  grace, 

Fresh  as  the  bloom  upon  his  face. 


IV. 

A  harp  is  from  his  shoulder  slung ; 
Besting  the  harp  upon  his  knee ; 

To  words  of  a  forgotten  tongue, 

He  suits  its  melody. 

Of  flocks  upon  the  neighboring  hill' 
He  is  the  darling  and  the  joy; 


TO  THE  CUCKOO. 
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And  often,  when,  no  cause  appears, 

The  mountain  ponies  prick  their  ears, 
— They  hear  the  Danish  Boy, 

While  in  the  dell  he  sings  alone 
Beside  the  tree  and  corner-stone. 

V. 

There  sits  he ;  in  his  face  you  spy 
No  trace  of  a  ferocious  air, 

Nor  ever  was  a  cloudless  sky 
So  steady  or  so  fair. 

The  lovely  Danish  Boy  is  blest 
And  happy  in  his  flowery  cove : 

From  bloody  deeds  his  thoughts  are  far ; 
And  yet  he  warbles  songs  of  war, 

That  seem  like  songs  of  love, 

For  calm  and  gentle  is  his  mien  j 
Like  a  dead  Boy  he  is  serene. 


TO  THE  CUCKOO. 

Not  the  whole  warbling  grove  in  concert  heard, 
When  sunshine  follows  shower,  the  breast  can  thrill 
Like  the  first  summons,  Cuckoo !  of  thy  bill, 

With  its  twin  notes  inseparably  paired, 

The  captive  7mid  damp  vaults  unsunned,  unaired, 
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Measuring  tile  periods  of  his  lonely  doom, 

That  cry  can  reach ;  and  to  the  sick  man’s  room 
Sends  gladness,  by  no  languid  smile  declared. 

The  lordly  eagle-race  through  hostile  search 
May  perish;  time  may  come  when  never  more 
The  wilderness  shall  hear  the  lion  roar ; 

But,  long  as  cock  shall  crow  from  household  perch 
To  rouse  the  dawn,  soft  gales  shall  speed  thy  wing, 
And  thy  erratic  voice  be  faithful  to  the  Spring  I 


•  STRAY  PLEASURES. 

By  their  floating  mill, 

That  lies  dead  and  still, 

Behold  yon  Prisoners  three, 

The  Miller  with  two  Dames,  on  the  breast  of  the  Thames ! 
The  platform  is  small,  but  gives  room  for  them  all ; 
And  they’re  dancing  merrily. 

Prom  the  shore  come  the  notes 
To  their  mill  where  it  floats, 

To  their  house  and  their  mill  tethered  fast : 

To  the  small  wooden  isle,  where,  their  work  to  beguile, 
They  from  morning  to  even  take  whatever  is  given ; — 
And  many  a  blithe  day  they  have  passed. 

In  sight  of  the  spires, 

All  alive  with  the  fires 
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Of  the  sun  going  down  to  his  rest, 

In  the  broad  open  eye  of  the  solitary  sky, 

They  dance, — there  are  three,  as  jocund  as  free, 
While  they  dance  on  the  calm  river’s  breast. 

Man  and  Maidens  wheel,  ' 

They  themselves  make  the  reel, 

And  their  music’s  a  prey  which  they  seize  : 

It  plays  not  for  them, — what  matter  ?  ’tis  theirs ; 
And  if  they  had  care,  it  has  scattered  their  cares, 
While  they  dance,  crying,  “  Long  as  ye  please.” 

They  dance  not  for  me, 

Yet  mine  is  their  glee  ! 

Thus  pleasure  is  spread  through  the  earth 
In  stray  gifts  to  be  claimed  by  whoever  shall  find ; 
Thus  a  rich  loving-kindness,  redundantly  kind, 
Moves  all  nature  to  gladness  and  mirth. 

The  showers  of  the  Spring 
Rouse  the  birds,  and  they  sing ; 

If  the  wind  do  but  stir  for  his  proper  delight, 

Each  leaf,  that  and  this,  his  neighbor  will  kiss ; 

Each  wave,  one  and  t’other,  speeds  afteT  his  brother; 
They  are  happy,  for  that  is  their  right ! 
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TO  THE  SONS  OF  BURNS, 

AFTER  VISITING  THE  GRAVE  OF  THEIR  FATHER. 

’Mid  crowded  obelisks  and  urns 
I  sought  the  untimely  grave  of  Burns ; 
Sons  of  the  Bard,  my  heart  still  mourns 
With  sorrow  true, 

And  more  would  grieve,  but  that  it  turns 
Trembling  to  you ! 

Through  twilight  shades  of  good  and  ill 
Ye  now  are  panting  up  life’s  hill, 

And  more  than  common  strength  and  skill 
Must  ye  display, 

If  ye  would  give  the  better  will 
Its  lawful  sway. 

Hath  Nature  strung  your  nerves  to  hear 
Intemperance  with  less  harm,  beware  ! 

But  if  the  Poet’s  wit  ye  share, — 

Like  him  can  speed 
The  social  hour, — of  tenfold  care 
There  will  be  need ; 

For  honest  men  delight  will  take 
To  spare  your  failings  for  his  sake, 

Will  flatter  you, — and  fool  and  rake 
Your  steps  pursue ; 
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And  of  your  Father’s  name  will  make 
A  snare  for  you. 

Far  from  their  noisy  haunts  retire, 

And  add  your  voices  to  the  choir 

That  sanctify  the  cottage  fire 
With  service  meet; 

There  seek  the  genius  of  your  Sire, 

His  spirit  greet ; 

Or  where,  ’mid  “  lonely  heights  and  hows/* 

He  paid  to  Nature  tuneful  vows; 

Or  wiped  his  honorable  brows 
Bedewed  with  toil, 

While  reapers  strove,  or  busy  ploughs 
Upturned  the  soil; 

His  judgment  with  benignant  ray 

Shall  guide,  his  fancy  cheer,  your  way; 

But  ne’er  to  a  seductive  lay 
Let  faith  be  given ; 

Nor  deem  that  “  light  which  leads  astray, 

Is  light  from  Heaven.” 

Let  no  mean  hope  your  souls  enslave ; 

Be  independent,  generous,  brave ; 

Your  Father  such  example  gave, 

And  such  revere ; 

But  he  admonished  by  his  grave, 

And  think,  and  fear  1 
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THE  FRENCH  ARMY  IN  RUSSIA. 

1812-13. 

Humanity,  delighting  to  behold 
A  fond  reflection  of  her  own  decay, 

Hath  painted  Winter  like  a  traveller  old, 

Propped  on  a  staff,  and,  through  the  sullen  day, 

In  hooded  mantle,  limping  o’er  the  plain, 

As  though  his  weakness  were  disturbed  by  pain : 
Or,  if  a  juster  fancy  should  allow 
An  undisputed  symbol  of  command, 

The  chosen  sceptre  is  a  withered  bough, 

Infirmly  grasped  within  a  palsied  hand. 

These  emblems  suit  the  helpless  and  forlorn ; 

But  mighty  Winter  the  device  shall  scorn. 

For  he  it  was,  dread  Winter !  who  beset, 

Flinging  round  van  and  rear  his  ghastly  net, 

That  host,  when  from  the  regions  of  the  Pole 
They  shrunk,  insane  ambition’s  barren  goal, — 
That  host,  as  huge  and  strong  as  e’er  defied 
Their  God,  and  placed  their  trust  in  human  pride  1 
As  fathers  persecute  rebellious  sons, 

He  smote  the  blossoms  of  their  warrior  youth ; 

He  called  on  Frost’s  inexorable  tooth 
Life  to  consume  in  Manhood’s  firmest  hold; 

Nor  spared  the  reverend  blood  that  feebly  runs ; 


OUR  LiDY  OF  THE  SNOW. 


117 


For  why, — unless  for  liberty  enrolled 

And  sacred  borne, — ab !  why  should  hoary  Age  be  bold? 

Fleet  the  Tartar’s  reinless  steed, 

But  fleeter  far  the  pinions  of  the  Wind, 

Which  from  Siberian  caves  the  Monarch  freed, 

And  sent  him  forth,  with  squadrons  of  his  kind, 

And  bade  the  Snow  their  ample  backs  bestride, 

And  to  the  battle  ride. 

No  pitying  voice  commands  a  halt,  t 
No  courage  can  repel  the  dire  assault; 

Distracted,  spiritless,  benumbed,  and  blind, 

Whole  legions  sink, — and,  in  one  instant,  find 
Burial  and  death  :  look  for  them, — and  descry, 

When  morn  returns,  beneath  the  clear,  blue  sky, 

A  soundless  waste,  a  trackless  vacancy ! 


OUB  LADY  OF  TILE  SNOW. 

Meek  Virgin  Mother,  more  benign 
Than  fairest  Star,  upon  the  height 
Of  thy  own  mountain*  set  to  keep 
Lone  vigils  through  the  hour  of  sleep, 
What  eye  can  look  upon  thy  shrine 
Untroubled  at  the  sight  ? 

These  crowded  offerings,  as  they  hang 
In  sight  of  misery  relieved, 


*  Mount  RigM. 


118  POEMS  O 


F  NATURE  AND  SENTIMENT. 


Even  these,  without  intent  of  theirs, 

Report  of  comfortless  despairs, 

Of  many  a  deep  and  cureless  pang, 

And  confidence  deceived. 

To  thee,  in  this  aerial  cleft, 

As  to  a  common  centre,  tend 
All  sufferers  that  no  more  rely 
On  mortal  succor, — all  who  sigh 
And  pine,  of  human  hope  bereft, 

Nor  wish  for  earthly  friend. 

And  hence,  0  Virgin  Mother  mild  ! 

Though  plenteous  flowers  around  thee  blow, 
Not  only  from  the  dreary  strife 
Of  Winter,  but  the  storms  of  life, 

Thee  have  thy  Votaries  aptly  styled, 

Our  Lady  of  the  Snow. 

Even  for  the  Man  who  stops  not  here, 

But  down  the  irriguous  valley  hies, 

Thy  very  name,  0  Lady  !  flings 

O’er  blooming  fields  and  gushing  springs 

A  tender  sense  of  shadowy  fear, 

And  chastening  sympathies ! 

Nor  falls  that  intermingling  shade 
To  summer-gJadsomeness  unkind : 

It  chastens  only  to  requite 

With  gleams  of  fresher,  purer  light; 
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While,  o’er  the  flower-enamelled  glade, 
More  sweetly  breathes  the  wind. 

But  on  ! — a  tempting  downward  way, 

A  verdant  path,  before  us  lies; 

Clear  shines  the  glorious  sun  above ; 
Then  give  free  course  to  joy  and  love, 
Deeming  the  evil  of  the  day 
Sufficient  for  the  wise. 


THE  PILLAR  OF  TRAJAN. 

Where  towers  are  crushed,  and  unforbidden  weeds 
O’er  mutilated  arches  shed  their  seeds : 

And  temples,  doomed  to  milder  change,  unfold 
A  new  magnificence  that  vies  with  old ; 

Firm  in  its  pristine  majesty  hath  stood 
A  votive  Column,  spared  by  fire  and  flood : — 

And/  though  the  passions  of  man’s  fretful  race 
Have  never  ceased  to  eddy  round  its  base, 

Not  injured  more  by  touch  of  meddling  hands 
Than  a  lone  obelisk,  ’mid  Nubian  sands, 

Or  aught  in  Syrian  deserts  left  to  save 
From  death  the  memory  of  the  good  and  brave. 
Historic  figures  round  the  shaft  embossed 
Ascend,  with  lineaments  in  air  not  lost : 

Still  as  he  turns,  the  charmed  spectator  sees 
Group  winding  after  group,  with  dream-like  ea? 
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Triumphs  in  sun-briglit  gratitude  displayed, 

Or  softly  stealing  into  modest  shade. 

— So,  pleased  with  purple  clusters  to  entwine 
Some  lofty  elm-tree,  mounts  the  daring  vine ; 

The  woodbine  so,  with  spiral  grace,  and  breathes 
Wide-spreading  odors  from  her  flowery  wreaths. 

Borne  by  the  Muse  from  rills  in  sliej^erds’  ears 
Murmuring  but  one  smooth  story  for  all  years, 

I  gladly  commune  with  the  mind  and  heart 
Of  him  who  thus  survives  by  classic  art, 

His  actions  witness,  venerate  his  mien, 

And  study  Trajan  as  by  Pliny  seen; 

Behold  how  fought  the  Chief  whose  conquering  sword 
Stretched  far  as  earth  might  own  a  single  lord , 

In  the  delight  of  moral  prudence  schooled, 

How  feelingly  at  home  the  sovereign  ruled ; 

Best  of  the  good, — in  pagan  faith  allied 
To  more  than  Man,  by  virtue  deified. 

Memorial  Pillar  !  ’mid  the  wrecks  of  Time 
Preserve  thy  charge  with  confidence  sublime, — 

The  exultations,  pomps,  and  cares  of  Rome, 

Whence  half  the  breathing  world  received  its  doom ; 
Things  that  recoil  from  language ;  that,  if  show 
By  apter  pencil,  from  the  light  had  flown. 

A  Pontiff,  Trajan  here  the  Gods  implores, 

There  greets  an  Embassy  from  Indian  shores ; 
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Lo  !  lie  harangues  his  cohorts, — there  the  storm 
Of  battle  meets  him  in  authentic  form ! 
Unharnessed,  naked  troops  of  Moorish  horse 
Sweep  to  the  charge;  more  high,  the  Dacian  force, 
To  hoof  and  finger  mailed; — jet,  high  or  low, 
None  bleed,  and  none  lie  prostrate  but  the  foe; 

In  every  Roman,  through  all  turns  of  fate, 

Is  Roman  dignity  inviolate ; 

Spirit  in  him  pre-eminent,  who  guides, 

Supports,  adorns,  and  over  all  presides ; 
Distinguished  only  by  inherent  state 
From  honored  Instruments  that  round  him  wait: 
Rise  as  he  may,  his  grandeur  scorns  the  test 
Of  outward  symbol,  nor  will  deign  to  rest 
On  aught  by  which  another  is  depressed. 

— Alas  1  that  One  thus  disciplined  could  toil 
To  enslave  whole  nations  on  their  native  soil; 

So  emulous  of  Macedonian  fame, 

That,  when  his  age  was  measured  with  his  aim, 

He  drooped,  ’mid  else  unclouded  victories, 

And  turned  his  eagles  back  with  deep-drawn  sighs. 
O  weakness  of  the  Great  1  0  folly  of  the  wise  I 

Where  now  the  haughty  Empire  that  was  spread 
With  such  fond  hope  ?  her  very  speech  is  dead ; 
Yet  glorious  Art' the  power  of  Time  defies, 

And  Trajan  still,  through  various  enterprise, 
Mounts,  in  this  fine  illusion,  toward  the  skies : 

10 
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Still  are  we  present  with  the  imperial  Chief, 

Nor  cease  to  gaze  upon  the  hold  Relief, 

Till  Rome,  to  silent  marble  unconfined, 

Becomes  with  all  her  years  a  vision  of  the  Mind 


BY  THE  SEA-SIDE.. 

The  sun  is  couched,  the  sea-fowl  gone  to  rest, 
And  the  wild  storm  hath  somewhere  found  a  nest 
Air  slumbers,  wave  with  wave  no  longer  strives. 
Only  a  heaving  of  the  deep  survives, 

A  telltale  motion  !  soon  will  it  be  laid, 

And  by  the  tide  alone  the  water  swayed. 

Stealthy  withdrawings,  interminglings  mild 
Of  light  with  shade  in  beauty  reconciled, — • 

Such  is  the  prospect  far  as  sight  can  range, 

The  soothing  recompense,  the  welcome  change. 
Where  now  the  ships  that  drove  before  the  blast, 
Threatened  by  angry  breakers  as  they  passed, 
And  by  a  train  of  flying  clouds  bemocked, 

Or,  in  the  hollow  surge,  at  anchor  rocked 
As  on  a  bed  of  death  ?  Some  lodge  in  peace, 
Saved  by  Ilis  care  who  bade  the  tempest  cease ; 
And  some,  too  heedless  of  past  danger,  court 
Fresh  gales  to  waft  them  to  the  far-off  port; 

But  near,  or  hanging  sea  and  sky  between, 

Not  one  of  all  those  winged  powers  is  seen, 


* 
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Seen  in  her  course,  nor  'mid  this  quiet  heard ; 

Yet  oh !  how  gladly  would  the  air  be  stirred 
By  some  acknowledgment  of  thanks  and  praise, 

Soft  in  its  temper  as  those  vesper  lays 
Sung  to  the  Virgin  while  accordant  oars 
Urge  the  slow  bark  along  Calabrian  shores ; 

A  sea-born  service  through  the  mountains  felt 
Till  into  one  loved  vision  all  things  melt ! 

Or  like  those  hymns  that  soothe  with  graver  sound 
The  gulfy  coast  of  Norway  iron-bound; 

And,  from  the  wide  and  open  Baltic,  rise 
With  punctual  care,  Lutherian  harmonies ! 

Hush,  not  a  voice  is  here  !  but  why  repine, 

Now  when  the  star  of  eve  comes  forth  to  shine 
On  British  waters  with  that  look  benign  ? 

Ye  mariners,  that  plough  your  onward  way, 

Or  in  the  haven  rest,  or  sheltering  bay, 

May  silent  thanks  at  least  to  God  be  given 

With  a  full  heart;  “our  thoughts  are  heard  in  heaven  1" 


CAYE  OF  STAFFA. 

Ye  shadowy  Beings,  that  have  rights  and  claims 
In  every  cell  of  Fingal’s  mystic  Grot, 

Where  are  ye  ?  Driven  or  venturing  to  the  spot, 
Our  fathers  glimpses  caught  of  your  thin  Frames, 
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And,  by  your  mien  and  bearing,  knew  your  names ; 

And  they  could  bear  his  ghostly  song  who  trod 
Earth,  till  the  flesh  lay  on  him  like  a  load, 

While  he  struck  his  desolate  harp  without  hopes  or  aims 
Vanished  ye  are,  but  subject  to  recall; 

Why  keep  ice  else  the  instincts  whose  dread  law 
Ruled  here  of  yore,  till  what,  men  felt  they  saw, 

Not  by  black  arts  but  magic  natural ! 

If  eyes  be  still  sworn  vassals  of  belief, 

Yon  light  shapes  forth  a  Bard,  that  shade  a  Chief. 


THE  END. 
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